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ADVERTISEMENT TO TUE FIRST EDUIOK 



The Translator would premise : — 

Hymne 88, 62, 119, and 164, were ii^ritten before he eonld 
venture on an Imitation of the German double rhyvM; and 
therefore fail to exhibit that trait of their originalii AU the 
rest give the precise form of tlie German stanza. 

As to the character of the version-^it is so free ai to fnr- 
nish no apology for harshness or obscurity in its langnage : 
and yet sufficiently dose to exclude him from all olaim to 
merit for the thought 

It is offered as "a »peeimen** of an almost botmdless störe 
of German hymns; and should it also prove an acceptable 
"manual for the doset" his highest hopes req;)ectiDg it vill 
Jbe answered. 

AcBUBN, Ifovember, 1845. 



TO THE SECOIfD EDITION. 



The additional hymns, (forty-four in number,) have an as- 
terisk ( * ) before their titles. 

The originale are not answerable for the stanzas in 
brackets. 

AuBUBN, Januar i/f 1356. 



L'EN VOT. 



Go Corth, UtUe book !— I to othen now Imt« tbee ;— 
Ck> seek among strängen in fatore tby fHends; 

IT wortbx«— tbe warthj will kindly rMdTe tbee; 
IfworthleMi— neglect is tby wortby amends. 

Thraagboat all tby growtb, I baye taagfat tbee wtth pleeaan^ 
Wbat OenBans bave cbanted, in EngUth to teil: 

Amid graTcr earea, and in seaBona of lelsnre, 
Fre loT^d tbee;— and, lovlng, now bld tbee FaieweUI 

And, tfft laint tbe moet feeble, ahonld Ck>x> ercr nee tbee^ 
One joy to impart, or one mormor reetrain ; — 

Tbongb otben in scom, sbonid all Divot reftue thec^— 
My toil and my pleasnre will not be in valn. 



HYMNS FROM THE GEMAK. 



THE OOD OF NATUBB» 

Thou Great First Cause I wheo, of thy skill 
And might, the traces viewing, 

I see, too, how thy love is still 
The good of all pursuing, 

Astonish'd at thy matchless ways, 

How can I render worthy praise, — • 
My GoD, my Lord, and Father ! 

2 The Earth, where'er I turn my eye, 

Reveals her Maker's glory ; 
Through day and night the shining sky 

Of praise repeats its story ; 
Who for the Sun there fix'd his place t 
Who clothes him with majestic grace ? 

The starry hosts — Who leads them 1 

8 Who rules the fickle raging winds ? 

The clouds, inrain diätilling? 
And Who the lap of Earth unbinda^ 

Our Stores with plenty fiUing? 
Great God, thy praises shall abide, 
And, with thy goodness, reach as wido 

As Wide creation reaches. 



HYMNS FBOM THE GEBMAN. 

4 Praise thee the sunshine and the storm ; 

Thy praise the ocean raises : 
" Come ! " — say s each happy living form, — 

*' Come, sing my Maker's praises ! " 
« Me " — says the ti-ee in bloom array'd, 
" Me " — says the grain, " thy God has made, 

" Sing praises to our Maker ! " 

5 Tis Man, — a body, of thy hand 

The marvelous formation ; 
Tis Man, — a soul to understand 

Thy wonders of creation ; 
Tis Man, — who to himself suppliesr 
Best proof that thou art good and wise, — 

Who best should sing thy praises. 

6 Now pay thy honors to his name, 

My soul,. his glories telling : 
Thy Father and thy God proclaim, 

The world's glad anthem swelling : 
Lei all our race, with one accord, 
I^ve, trust, and serve our common Lord : 

Who call refuse to serve him ! 

C. F. Gellest, d. 1769. 



THE GOD OF GBACE. 



Jkhoyah is my light, salvation showing, 
Perfection in Jehovah finds its place, 

The soul's best joys arefrom Jehovah flowing, 
Jehovah is the fount of holiness. 
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This Ughtalone can ev'ry doubt dispel^ 
Perfection ! — 't is to this my hopes aspire, 
While joys of soul but quicken my desire 

That 1 in holiness with him may dwell. 

2 Jehovah — Who can comprehend bis being ? 

Here human thought is lost in wild'ring maze : 
But from hb word I much may leam, there seeing 

How strangely wise and good are all bis ways. 
In these, Who had bis mind and purpose known 1 

Or was bis counselor, bis course to guide ? 

Proud Reason, blush ! — that sea is far too wide, 
Too deep for thee. — His plans are all bis own* 

3 Jehovah, — Source to all of life and motion, 

For mortal eye thy glories are too bright ; 
Yet here a pilgrim, with sincere devotion 

I fain would live beneath thy watchful sight. 
Thyself art light, — and ligbt is thine abode, 

Thou batest him who in the darkness hides, 

But him thou lovest who in light abides — 
In beams of mercy shine on all my ifoad ! 

4 Jehovah, God with us ! — tili life b ended, 

Be ev'ry day in thy comniunion pass'd ; 
My soul, tili then by thy kind eye attended, 

Thou wilt to endless glory bring ät last 
Blhid sinner, think ! — in time thy danger see ! 

Eefusing light, wilt thou the darkness take 1 

At death, all joy and bope will thee forsake, 
While Light and Love unite my God and me. 

Joachim NiAKDXB, d. IIBQ. 



HTKNB FBOK THB OEBMAN. 
THB GOD OF KATUBB AlTB OF GRAOE. 

Dread Majesty above ! 

Of pray'r none eise is worthj : 
The angels near thy throne 

With rev'rence bow l?efore thee : 
In love and humble &ith 
Make thou our souls sinoere, 
That we may seek thy &ce 
With thanks and holy fear. 

2 Thou art the highest good, 
To ev'ry ill a stranger ; 

Thy bliss, oomplete in thee, 
Of change can fear no danger : 
All glory too is thine, 
Nor creatnres, great or small, 
Thy glory can increase, 
Great Maker, Lord of all. 

3 Thou callest what was not 
To life and conscious pleasure ; 

And beings round thee spread 
In numbers out of roivisnre : 
Thy nature all is love, 
And works of boundless skill 
Unoeasingly employ'd, 
Thy schemes of love fulfill. 

4 Thou speakest, and 't is done ; 
When but thy word was given, 

The firame of nature rose -*- 
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Ibe earth and stany heaveo« 
Thy will througfaout the world 
Sudideedsof power show, . 
As creatures eise would thiok 
Beyond all pow'r to do. 

5 Thou art the Lord of lords^ 
And earthly kings, the highest, 

Before thee are but dust, — 
Thou all their strength suppliest. 
Whose pride thou wouldst depre»| 
Who longer can sustain 1 
But, whom thou wilt exalt, 
Shall envied glory gain. 

6 T is thine alone, to live 
And reign supreme forever. 

Life's thine to give or take, 
We breathe but by thy &vor. 
The soul that rules in us 
We have, Most High, from thee ; — 
Were such thy will, it dies, 
But thou must ever be. 

7 Thee — who Eas ever seen 1 
Who can in fiesh behold thee 1 

No mortal eye could bear 
The splendors that infold thee 
Where thou, in glory thron'd, 
Inhabitest the praise 
Which angels, evermore, 
In songs of rapture raise. 
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8 What we, immortal King, 
Are of thy nature knowing, 

Thou hast thyself reveal'd, 
Thy works and counsels showing. 
Creation speaks thy power, 
More clearly still thy Son 
Displays thy wondrous grace. 
And makes the godhead known. 

9 Yet, what we leam of thee 
With shadows here is shrouded ; 

But soon we hope a light 
And Vision all unclouded, 
When we to God shall corae, 
No shade or veil between ; 
And there his glory see, 
As we ourselves are seen. 

10 Meantime would we below 
Ne'er cease our honors bringing ; 

Despise not, Lord, the praise 
Our stamin'ring tongues are singing : 

When we shall rise to thee 

In realms of light above. 

In higher, nobler strains, 

We'll sing the God of love. 

J. 8. DiCTBBiGB, d. 1797. 
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*FBAIBE TO GOD. 

Of GoD I sing, 
The GoD of graoe and power; 

In name He's great, 
Of mighty deeds the doer ; 
In heav'n, o'er all its hosts, the King, 

If He but speak, 
New worlds would start to behig ; 

And, at his frown, 
To non-existence fleeing, 
Would worlds like empty bubbles break« 

His robe, — the light ; 
The best, — what he proposes ; 

He reigns, cls God, — 
The drapery, that incloses 
His throne, — ^is spotless truth and rigbt, 

His watchfui care 
Is over all extended, — 

He was— of old. 
Will be — when time is ended, 
None eise can with our Goi> compara 

What is — has been — 
In sky, and earth, and ocean, — 

Before him lies. 
To US what's blind commotic»!, 
Is all by Him distinctly seen. 
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6 He guards md round, — 
My rest for me arranges : 

Discerns my plana, 
Foresees their hidden changes, — 
With Hirn there is no darkness found. 

7 He's ever near : 

At home, abroad with strangers, — 

Where land, and aea, 
Änd aky dlsdose their dangers, 
He still upholds me safely there. 

8 Mj wish He knows, 

All that I fear — ^He knows it : 

The good I would — 
He sees what ills oppose it, 
And evermore his mercy shows. 

9 For me He weigh'd 

The portion here assign'd me 

Of joy and grief ; 
What length of days should find me 
He fix'd, — ^before the world was made. 

10 There's nothing mine, — 
All, all — ^to GoD I owe it. 

Love to thy name — 
Lord, give me grace to show it ! 
Be all the praise and glory thine ! 

11 No one can readi 

Thy Works with worthy praises. 
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The floating down, 
Wherever borne, beara traoes 
Its Maker's pow'r and skill to teadt 

12 Each blade that Springs 
With perfect wisdom taHies : 

Ye winds, and waves, 
Ye brooks, and hüls, and Valleys, — 
Ye are the hymns that Nature siugs. 

13 Who cheers the land, 

Us to green pastures guiding ; 

And night, and day. 
And com, and oil providingl 
Cur comforts flow at his command. 

14 The sparrow's fall 
Awaits the Lord's dii'ection : 

Then shall not I 
Confide in his protection. 
And trust his grace to hear my call ? 

15 Let GrOD be nigh, 

From ills my sole defender,— 

What would I more 
That Heav'n or earth could render? 
Yea, Hell itself 1 might defy. 

. aF.6HLLBV,d.lTefL 
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5 * THS GEEMAN TB DEUM. 

Now all, — ^to GoD give thanks 
With hearts, and hands, and voices ! 

T is He, whose wondrous grace 
All, ev'ry where, rejoices : 

From birth, through helpless years 

He bore us safely on ; 

His love, throughout our course, 

Has couDÜess &yors done. 

2 May God, in mercy still, 
While earth remains our dwelling, 

His good bestow,-— our tongues 
With joy his goodness telling ! 
Aud when our strength shall fail, 
May He display his po w'r; 
And, from the ills we fear, 
Defend us evermore ! 

3 Prmse, honor, thanks to God ! 
Ön high the Father seated, 

The Sön, and Spirit too, — 
With equal homage greeted ! 
He is the God of old. 
And right in all his ways ; 
To Him, the Great and Good, 
Let all give endless praise ! 

M. Bdtkabx, d. 1649. 
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POWEB OF OOD. 

Who, Lord, thy deedscan measurel 

Uiibounded is thy might, 
When men make crime their pleasure, 

Thy sword for slaughter's bright 
Destruction, at thy bidding, 

Sweeps o'er what thou hadst made, 
Submissive to thy guiding, 

And, at thy word, is stay'd. 

2 'Gainst those thy will despising 

Thy glory thou'lt maintain ; 
Their wrath to fury rising 

But proves their rage is vain. 
Be still, ye proud, — ^nor longer 

Provoke bis fearful rod ; — 
Dream not that ye are stronger * 

Than is the arm of God. 

3 Vain hope, bis church to trample ! 

Ye foes, mark well the word ! 
For her — ^resources ample 

Are ever in the Lord. 
His sword, high o'er her flaming, 

Shall guard and banner be ; 

Her host, in fight exclaiming — 

" The Lord and victory ! " 

P. F. Hnxn, d. 1709. 
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7 THE LOVB OP GOD. 

GrOD is love — ^then wag his praises ! 

Love that shall unchanging be; 
Teil what joys his Spirit raises, 

Making known that love to thce ! 
While his holy veDgeance reaches 

With its flames the lowest hell, 
" God is Love " — ^'t is what he teaches^ 

And his saints approve it well. 

2 Love ! which he to men revealing 

Points them to his dying Son : 
Love \ — all human thoughts excelling; 
« Measured by himself alone ; 
Broad art thou, through spaoe extending ; 

Long^ — ^to last when time shall cease ; 
Deep^ — ^to hopeless guilt desoending ; 

High too, — ^reaching heav'nly blisa. 

3 Love ! — although my heart can never 
Thy füll measure comprehend, — 

O make vain the foe's endeavor 

From thyself my heart to rend ! 
Love ! — to thee my soul is plighted, — 

Teach me more of thee to know, 
That my soul, to God united, 

May his love forever show ! 

P.F.HiLLBiCLlTei. 
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Thou Spirit, perfect and allwise, 
Wbo slumbVest not, nor sleepest, 

But, o'er all changes as they rise, 
Thy watch untiring keepest, — 

No darkness can obscure thy sight, 
No sheiter b availing; 

But deeds that seek the sbades of nigfat| 
Of wishM concealment &iling, 
From thee shall find exposure. 

2 Oor very thoughts to Thee are known 
While we in secret hold them, — 

Before by languag^Jliey are shown, 
Or any act has told them. 

The heart is open to thine eye, 
Unoover'd its recesses, — 

The hidden aim — tho' it belle 
All that the lip professes ; — 
The reins of men thou triest 

8 Whatever most thy firiends desire 
Is known ere they implore thee ; 

Their sighs have gain'd all they reqoira, 
Ere they have bow'd before thee. 

And what thy foes would fiiin oonceal 
Beneath their &lse adoming, 

To thee &r clearer rays reveal 
Than beams of brightest moming 
Without a obud or shadow. 
% 
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4 What in the future yet shall be 

When ages shall have ended, 
Already present is to theo 

With perfect light attended. 
Things yet to oorae thy saints have heard, 

That they to säints might teil them, 
Or, as the heralds of thy word, 

Huroughout the earth reveal them, 

And so proclaim thy wisdom. 

5 When weregßrd thy present ways,* 

There's much in niyst'ry shrouded : 
Thou lookest through unnumber'd days, 

With Thee, is nothing douded« 
What's dark to us shall yet be plain,—* 

That thou hast all directed 
In righteousness — ^be fully seen, 

And light, from all reilected, 

Shall show abroad thy glory, 

6 Remind us of thy searcliing eye, 

Whene'er temptation rises ; 
Lest we, with hypocrites, apply 

To &lse and vain disguises : 
Beneath thy gentle cheering light^ 

Imbue US with thy spirit ; 
That, ne'er asham'd of what is right, 

The wrong — we more may fear it, 

And walk with (jod sincerely. 

J. J. Bakbaob, d. 17801 
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9 * GOD'S WONBESS IN THE DBSP. 

Strangs at first, in glory doses 
What the GrOD of grace proposes, 

Guiding by bis mighty hand : 
We, aghast, Its progress yiewing, 
Skill divine completes the doing, 

While we cry — "Where will it endl** 

2 Well may wonders be expected 
Where God's wisdom has directed 

For bis glory and our need. 
Thougb at first all ills seem blended, 
Comes at last the good intended, 

Onward by these evils led. 

3 Wben bis path is on tbe ooean, 
Mid tbe tempest's wild commotion, 

There no eye bis feet can trace : 
So, our sea of troubles guiding, 
GoD bis way from us is biding ; 

We no longer own bis grace. 

4 In tbat gulf tbat ever rages, 

Wbere tbe surge witb surge engages, — 

Li tbe gloomy sea of Deatb, — 
Saints tbemselves, witb Deatb oontendin^ 
In tbeir struggle none befiri^iding, 
Seem abandon'd to bis wrath« 

5 Tbis to know — ^Wbo can attain itl 
Man to man can ne'er explain it^ 

Boasted Reason bere is blind*. 
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Shadows thick around us hover, 
Till no light can we disoover, 
Nor God's way of wisdom find. 

6 He, in douds and darkness dwelling, 
Bids US, ev'ry doubt repelling, 

Walk by faith, and not by sight 
Fruitless all our restless sorrow, 
Ti-ust him now, and for the morrow, 

Else all hope is sunk in night 

7 All thy way, — ^to God confide it, 
None so well knows how to guide it, 

End, beginniDg — all f>e bis. 
AU that He b^ns, — ^when ended, — 
Shall with praises be commended, — 

Strange, but glorious in our eyes. 

8 Though with fears he may confound thee, 
Rushing torrents roaring round thee, 

While on high bis thunders roll : 
Oft o'eT frightful clifi& may lead thee, 
Fire and storm each step impede thee, 

Terrors shake thy wond'ring soul : — 

9 Never let thy fears oppress thee, 
Look to GroD e'en yet to bless thee, 

Trust bis wisdom and be still : 
He so guides that He will show it. 
And, ere long, thyself shalt know it, 

^ thd akm$ d^ih aü ihing$ müT 
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10 Nor firom others then oonceal it^ 
But with thankful joy reveal it, 

All abroad the tidings sesadl 
Lighten thus the heart of sadness, 
With the cheering shout of gladnesi — 

^Strange beginning^ glariouM endH 



10 • god's ways wondebful. 

" WoNDROus ways is God pursuing, 
Hid to US his sov'reign will ; 

But 'tis glorious — all he's doing, 
So bis finish'd work will teil : 
Whom be loves — ^he chastens too, 
This with him is nothing new : 

Weeping, trust bim still, nor waver,— 

Sorrows, bless'd, evinoe bis &vor. 

2 Think wben former days were dreary ; 
From the past be wisdom leam'd ; 

Gloomy fears, to prospects eheery, 
Were by God in mercy tum'd : 
While thy sins upon thee lay, 
Oft didst thou in anguish say — 

"Sinking, I must bopeless perish;" 
But wast spar'd bright hopes to cherish. 

3 God abides ! Beware of taking 
Him like fickle man to be, 
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Choosmg now, and now fbrsaking ! 
How can God abandon thee 1 
He, with more than father's care, 
Watches all he lets thee bear ; 
Than the love which mothers render. 
Hu to thee is far more tender. 

4 Call to mind what He has spoken, 

SweariDg by himsel^ has said ; 
Can his word and oath be broken 1 
Firm the cov'nant He häs made ; 
Earth and skies may pass away, 
But the truth of God shall stay : 
Resting on this sure foundation, 
Never doubt of his salvation. 

5 Though his promise has not told thee 

When and how thy help shall oome ; 
Trust his care ! — it will yphold thee,«— 

Give to fear and doubt no room ! 

He thy heart would fully try 

Whether thou wilt yet rely, 
And, while troubles round thee gather, 
Own him still thy graeicus Father. 

6 He will quicken thy devotion 

Which thou moumest o'er as dead ; 
Baise thy love to glad emotion, 

After all thy cares are fled. 

Then will Jesus, too, thy Lord, 
With his smiles thy thanks reward, 
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And thy fiuth and hope increftsiiigy 
Crown thy soul with ev'ry blesaing. 

7 Leave it then to God's direction ! 

Wait Ilis time to bring relief ! 
He will be thy sure protection, 

Enown to him is all thy grief : 

Their devices well he knows, 

And will disappoint thy foes ; 
He their oonqueror will make thee, 
Never — ^never will forsake thee." 

8 Jesus, now accept my praises ! 

Trusting, I have found thee true ; 
Earth its storm befbre me raises, 

But thy grace can bear me through : 

Thou, my confidence, be near, 

I will never yield to fear : 
All my trials work thy pleasure, 
Swelling my etemal treasure. 

J. WsxMnrBOSN, 1680, on oocasion of his wife*B illBeas. 



11 THE WOBD OF GOD. 

I TRUST the Lord, üpon his word 
I rest my souPs well-being : 

My walk with thee, Lord, here mnst be 
By ßdth, and not by seeing. 

2 Thy word is sure, May it secure 
My oonfidence forever ! 
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Let Beason's pride Ne'er be my gdde 
From fiiith my soul to sever. 

3 What but thy word Could lightafford, 

To save from doubt and error? 
Wbere eise is shown, Than here alone, 
Escape from guilt and terror? 

4 Tis bere made piain, — Sougbt eise in Taix^-^ 

The soul is ever-living : 
For eiidless days, Of future praise, 
That thou tbis life art giving. 

5 Tbe only scbeme Man to redeem 

From deatb, sin's fearful wagea^ 
Would lie oonceal'd, But as reyeal'd 
In these tby sacred pages. 

6 And now sball grief Hope no reliei^ 

My soul sink down despairing? 
No ! — ^bere I see Tby grace for me 
A fiitber's love dedaring. 

7 By faitb to live, Its fruits to give, — 

Tbis is tbe path to beaven : 
All strengtb and skill To do tby will 
But tbrougb tby word are given. 

8 Teacb me, O Lord, To prize thy word^ 

This gift of matchless favor : 
Be it my wealtb, Be it my bealtb, 
My strength and life forever ! 

C. F. exLLKKSt d. 1T6SI 
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12 THSTBXB Wim GOLMOf TBülT« 

ÜPON a hill there Stands a tree 

Where golden fruit is found,— - 
Tis meant for ev'ry land to see, 

It sfaines fbr all aroand« 
Here manj oome bj daj and ii%lit| 

Its gold their fond pursuit ; 
Thej shake its branches with ddig^ 

And bear awaj the fruit. 

2 And yet its riches always staj, 

The tree is never bare ; 
Whatever fruit is bome away, 

As much still glitters there. 
*^ What is its name] — and Where its place ? 

" How can this wonder be ] 
** Who now will teil usl— Who oan guessl" — 

The BiBLS is (hat tree. 

0. G. Bim^ K ITNl 
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In glory bright, O God, thou dwellest» 
On which no mortal eye can look ; 

Yet all we need to know thou teilest 
In dear mstructions of thy book, — 

Boüi what thou art, and, in thy plan, 

What hopes and fears shöuld govem man. 

2 Be then this volume, through life's stagea^ 
My light to shine in darkneaa here ; 



so HtlCMS FBOM THE GBBMAK • 

And, when I meditate its pages, 

To aid me, with thy graoe be near ! 
To leam and pracüce all thj vrill, 
Let eye and heart be open still ! 

S Thy Word — O may I so believe it, 
lliat it shall be my spirit*s food I 
But error — ^let me not reoeive it^ 

And rob my souI of endless good ! 
Nor soofifers drive my heart astray, 
Nor soeptio doubts impede my way ! 

4 To know thee-^'tis a pledge of heaven ! 

Now help me, Father, that both Thee 
And Hirn whom thou for us hast given, 

I here may leam by ßiith to see, 
As thy unerring tnith has taught, 
TQl to thy ghry I am brought 

5 And as my knowledge shall be growing, 

May I in heart and life improye ; 
The kindred graoes brighter glowing, 

My fiiith, my rev'rence, and my love : 
The more I comprehend thy will, 
May it promote a purer zeal ! 

6 For, What though knowledge be expanding, 

Unless to higher love it train ? 
What aids me light of understanding, 

If yet an evil heart remain? 
Guide then my will by what is true, 
Iliat I thy senriee may pursue. 
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7 To know thee, Lord, O maj it eT«r 
On earth my spring of oomfort be, 

That, whtfi my soul and body sever, 
I may rejoice through &ith in thee, — 

Then, see thee in füll glory shown, 

And know thee as myself am known. 

Bwau. 8cnafoua^ d.lT8T. 
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Thx holy law and gospel, both 
From GoD himself proceeded, 

And in the scheme of Christian truth, 
They both alike are needed : 

While yet there is diversity 

That's dearly seen by evVy eye 
Enlighten'd by the Spirit. 

2 The Law'*8 great rule of what is due^ 

Our conscience well might show % 
^— That love io God and neighbor too^ 
Immutably we owe it : — 
But that in love our God should give 
His Son to die that we might live, — 
He only could reveal it 

3 The Law makes ril our diity piain, 

Its kind and measure traces : 
The Chspel teils how to obtain 
From God Ms needed graoes: 
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Bj tkaty what we ahould do is shownv 
By this, what GrOD for us has done ; 
Thi$ mercy speaks, — ihai^ judgment 

4 The LaWj \\s true, speaks of reward| 

But we can ne'er attain it, 
Sinoe none, without a füll r^;ard 

To all the law, can gain it : 
The Oospel gives its promis'd good 
To those who trust the Savior's blood, 

And humbly own the ransom. 

5 Where'er the Law the sinner finds^ 

It pierces him with sorrows : 
His wounds the gracious Oospel bindS|— - 

Henoe he his healing borrows : 
That threatens death, the curse for sin ; 
This teils how endless life to win 

Through sufierings of Jesus. 

6 By thatf our misery is known, 

7%%$ comfort is dedaring ; 
I%ai casts the stoutest sinner down, 

This raises the despairing : 
I%ai points and ui^es on to death, 
While this restores the fainting breath, 

And brings the soul to heaven. 

7 Tlie Law fit message will afford 

To those who conscience stifle ; 
Who dream of merit and reward, 
While yet with sin they trifie : 



HTMEm nK»C THS GKIKAV* 

The soothing balm offfwrpel gnu» 
Will find its meet and welcome place 
With souls sin-sick and broken. 

8 ThedestinM aim of Law attainM, 

Its terrors all are ceasing : 
Its thunders and its curses end, 

When man seeks gospel blessing. 
The cross of Jesus hope revives, — 
Who looks to this for merey, lives ; — 

Hb peace shall be abiding. 

9 Maj Law and Gfrace on ev'ry heart, 

Make each its due Impression ; — 
When fear and grief have done their ptrt^ 

Let &ith then take possession : 
Of vengeance may the dread alarma 
Bring all to hide within the arms 

Of our dear Lord and Savior, 

10 O grant us, Lord, through gospel fidth, 

Thy str^igth for holy living : — 

As children then, not fearing wrath, 

Thy Law our rule receiving, 
Will we, by grace, thy ways pursue. 
Will honor law and gospel too, — 
Believing^ and oheying. 
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15 OK THB SOUL. 

Mah were better nam'd a spirxt^ — 
Would I call this body «/''1 

Tis, of that l shall inherit, 
But the seed ; — and soon will die. 
For, as grain corrupting lies 
Fruit to yield, the body dies, 

That from it, as blade from kernd, 

One may spring to life eternal. 

2 GoD ne'er fbrm'd our soul — ^no, never ! 
Here to last some fleeting hours, 
It was form'd to live forever 
And disclose its noble powers ; — 
Form'd for holy joys on high, 
Man — ^the soul — will never die. 
Save US, Lord, lest boundless mercies 
Change by sin to endless curses ! 
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Lord, on the soul's enduring worth, 
As in thy sacred word set forth, 

So fix my deep reflection : 
That care for its eternal weal 
Shall ev'ry other care exoel. 

And rule my constant action. 

2 Thyself hast for its int'rests car'd, — 
For it what joy hast thou prepar'd, 



Ridies of graoe expending ! 
Thine image, which at first it bore, 
In all its brightness to restore, 

Thy Son in mercy sending. 

3 Siq>erior to such l\fe as this, 
Design'd for pure and endless blias, 

In flesh 'tis here in training,-^ 
That exercise of faith and love 
May nurture it fiw joys aböve, 
Where Jesus now is reigning. 

4 Thou 'rt ready, to thy promise true, 
Life's fleeting cares to guide it through, 

And for thy glory cherish ; — 
O let me not, by unbelief, 
Gondemn this soul, in hopeless grie^ 

Beneath thy wrath to p^h. 

5 LoBD, to thyself in cov'nant join 

My Boul : — ^be thy sure merdes mine, 

My trust in thee unshaken ! 
This is my pray'r, and this my aim,— 
O may I never know the shame 
Of cov'nant vows forsaken. 

6 In thee the wicked have no part ;-— 
Create in me an humble heart, 

That feels for sin abhorrence ; 
That for its guilt befi>re thee moums, 
But to thy grace in Jesus tums 

With hope and fidl ooncurrenoe. 
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7 Throoghout my oourse, in all its lengtli, 
May I, Lord, strengthea'd with thy strengäiy 

Strive for that crown of glory 
Which thou hast set before my eyes^ — 
While earth's &ir promises I prize 

But as an idle story. 

8 How blest the ßüthful, none can show ; 
Sweet peace and joy their portion now, 

Imparted by thy Spirit : 
And, when th' appointed hour is come, 
Thou wilt to glory take them home, 

Thy kingdom to inherit 

J. & Bebbkm, d. 1197.^ 



17 SUDDEK DEATH OF A SIKNEB. 

Now onein health Death, instant, crushes,— 
Ye sleepers, wake ! your danger see ! 

A shudder through your spirits rushes^ 
The shudder of eternity. 

Nor without cause your spirits quake, 

Gtod's midnight thunder cries — ^'' Awake ! ^ 

2 Thissudden death — to you it preaches, 
And, with a deep and solemn tone, — 
** Behold ! *' — ^it says — ^^ God's vengeance readies 

^ And oasts the highest, strongest down*** 
Wake, sinners ! and again, awake ! 
The thunder roUs» on you may break. 



HTUMB FBOH THX QXBMAV. 

3 Thiabrothercame, — he aaw^— departed,— 

More of hira scareely can be said*: 
Now sighs and groans, by anguish started, 

And douds are hovMng o'er the dead. 
O wbat a fall ! — ^from one and all 
Wonder extorte— " what a ßillf " 

4 In health and dead ! — ^in sin, too, dying I 

By call of God, in anger spoke, 
Swifl as tbe flash of heaven fly ing, 

And awful as its tbunder-stroke, 
He's plung'd, from heigbts bf earthly blisa^ 
Into eternity's abyss. 

5 ^ In health and dead ! " — ^the thought still u^g&B 

Upon the soul : — ^*' in health and dead ! " 
Thought, troubled as the ocean's surges. 

And, as the sweeping whirlwind, dread : 
^ In. UQ and dead ! " — O 't is a dart, 
That pierces through the tortur'd heart 

6 Yes ! — ^feiarful too as roar of ocean, 

Its foaming waves by tempest driven, 
Will be the sinner's wild commotion, 

Cut off in sin, no warning giv'n, 
By Single step, without a thought, 
From time to retribution brought 

7 Now, sinner, think, and timely tremble ! 

Thia fi»arful doom still threatens thee : 
Few, in thcir time of need, resemble 

The thief who sigh'd — "" Bemember me ! ** 
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Nor is it ev'ry one tbat dies, 
Who e'en- a wish for mercy sighs. 

8 6oD mäny means of death is sending, 

Not always sickness, plague, or war, 
Nor earthquake, — ^rocks and mountains rending, 

Nor Storni, — its fury spreading far, 
Nor lightning, — nor the raging fkx)d : 
T is oft a mote,— or drop of blood. 

9 Save, Lord ! — O may the fear of dying 

Make all these sinners fear to sin ! 
Let none of them in death be lying, 

Before thy service they begin. 
For death they're ripe, alas ! 't is true, — 
Mt them for death, and judgment too ! 

i 10 We prostrate &11, and would implore theo, 

That we, Lord, thy grace may meet ; 

Crush not in wrath poor worms before thee 

That creep in dust beneath thy feet 
In pity spare us ! — ^we, that call, 
Are for thy vengeance far too small. 

11 But no! though weak and ill deserving, 
In thy regard onr worth is high ; 
Since thy own Son, thy pleasure serving, 

To save us, gave himself to die, 
And shed that blood which cries to heav'n — 
*' Let man in mercy be forgiv^n / " 
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12 Now, Jesus, — ^while of this our brother 
The open'd grave we're calPd to see, 

May each reflect — " Soon, too, another 
" Shall op'ning wait to cover me." 

And be this solemn waming bless'd 

To fit our souls with thee to rest. 
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How sad will be the sinner's part ! 

How dreadful in the bearing ! 
The pangs of conscious guilt his heart 

With nameless tortures tearing, — 
When, to the truth at last awake, 
The trump of God on him shall break 
With voice of awful thunder. 

2 His daj of graee fbrever gone, 

Spent all his hours of gladness, 
Replete with sinful joys alone, 

— ^These joys are turn'd to sadness, — 
Etemity now makes it piain 
The Lord has threaten'd naught in vaiUi 
Nor vengeance always slumbers. 

3 Where now is ev'ry earthly good 

In which his soul delighted 1 
Where now that pride and hardihood 

Which ev'ry waming slighted 1 
His guiltj heart with terror quaila, 
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His courage, all hb boasdng ßiils, — 
Transform'd to shame and anguish. 

4 Now curses fall upon his head 

From those bis guidance rueing ; 
Thej, whose wrong passions he has fed, 

Charge him with their undoing : 
While ev'ry art he has employ'd, 
And ev'ry good he has destroy'd, 
Pass fearfully before him. 

5 He hears the righteous Judge proclaim — 

" Depart, thou evil-doer ! " 
No more can he ^xcuses frame, — 

CoDsdeiice is his pursuer : 
Gast out from God, where'er he göes, 
He feels — ^this sharpens all his woes — 
^Tkedoomisjust, though dreadful!^^ 

6 His tx)rtur'd soiü may wish — ^'t is vain ! — 

Ke Versal of the sentence ; 
Remorse — ^add torment to his pwn, — 

No room now for repentance ; 
T were vain from fidling hills to crave, 
For his despair, a shelt'ring grave 
In dark annihilation. 

7 Tum, careless sinners, flee in haste 

To Him who can relieve you ! 
Your term of grace no longer waste, 

Nor let your hearts deceive you 
To think — "Üiereyeti« time to spare ; " 
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The day of doom to you is near 
With all its retributions. 

8 Whether ye cavil, or belle ve, 

T will come — what God hath spoken ; 
To Death should He commission give, 

At once your dreams are broken. 
Now mercy waits, — ^but short its stay, — 
Secure its blessings while you may, 
And be prepar'd for judgment ! 

J.C. 0101^ 4.18001 
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Hb that once came as suff'ring man, 
To perfect Mercy's wondrous plan, 

Will come, as Judge descending ; 
Nor long bis Coming be delay 'd, 
In glorious majesty display'd, 

Angels their Lord attending. 
Ye careless world, in time prepare, 
Nor put the evil day a&r. 

2 " Why, Lord, so long thy judgment stay 1 
" Why slack thy promise 1 " — scoßkts say, — 

Braving the final sentence. 
T is — ^Hear it, sinners, who presume 
Thus to deride the solemn doom, — 

That you may find repentanee» 
But if in sin you persevere, 
Too soon youUl find tfae Judge is Ime. 
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8 And when he oomes in glory bright^ 
Youll See, with trembling and afifright, 

The horrors that abide you : 
And Will you then God's terrors brave 1 
Nor sea nor mountain, death nor grave, 

From his dread wrath can hide you. 
Then, Mercy's day forever gone, 
O'er you will Justice rule alone. 

4 When fearfully his thunders sound, 
His trumpet-blasts are pealing round, 

Earth's deep foundations shaking : 
The pillars of a sinking world, 
With sudden crash, in ruins hurl'd, 

His foes with terror quaking ; — 
Then, dragg'd to meet the Judge's view, 
Soc^ers believe, and tremble too. 

5 Bepentance? — ^Hopel — ^'tis then too late;- 
And none sucoeed, by pride or hate, 

Themselves 'gainst God to harden : 
Ye, who your sins so fondly prize, 
While merey waits, in time be wise, 

Seek now his gracious pardon, — 
Lest ye shall curse yourselves at last, 
When ev'ry hope of pardon's past 

6 Great day ! — of days the most sublime, 
Thou teachest us the worth of time, 

In voioe of many thunders. 
Sinnen, proToke not, to his &ce. 
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Your GoD, §0 wonderful in graoe, 

Of wrath to haste bis wonders, — 
When you must sink in dark despair, 
While saints shall endless glory share. 

7 My soul is filFd with txembling dread, 
No Claims to favor can I plead, 

Gruilty I stand before thee : 
Still, when thy sentence I shall hear, 
May I among thy saints appear, 

Forever to adore thee ! 
For, Jesus, thou canst sinners save, 
And now thy mercy, Lord, I crave. 

aB.Fuiii:,d.l814 
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Impart, O Lord, thy light! 
I am to seif a stranger : 
Show me myself aright ! 
I know, whate'er the cause, 
I am not as I was ; 
For now I deeply feel 
All with me is not well. 

2 Content with form and show, 
I had no fear of trouble 
In seasons past; — ^but now 
Thick sorrows on me crowd, 
Myaelf a weary load» 
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X 

What lately cheer'd mj heart 
Can no relief impart 

8 No outward source of pain 
Excites desponding sorrow, 
Or leads me to oomplain ; 
Manj and kind my fiiends^ 
No foe my peace ofi^ds, 
My frame, as I desire. 
In health and strength entire. 

4 O no ! — ^'t is grief of soul, 
And from within arises, 

Refiising all oontrol. 

T is this, the anxious thought-^ 

That yet I know it not — 

If I am truly thine, 

And, Jesus, thou art mine. 

5 The things are fiir from one, — 
To be — and call'd — a Christian« 

I know that he alone 

Is worthy of the name, 

Wbo, by thy strength, shall tarne 

His darling lusts, — and lives 

To Hirn who mercy gives. 

6 It were but self-deceit, 

If we the thought should dierish— 
That gospel-daims are met, 
And faith is prov'd sincere, 
If we from crimes are dear 
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Whtch men of heathen name 
Would shun through fear of ahaine. 

7 He oaly Christ piits oo, 
^ Wbo is of »elf divested ; 

Who cannot trust bis own 
Virtue, or strengtb, or will, 
Or wealth, or rauk, or skil), 
But, tbese renouncing, pray»— 
** Jesusf, dürect my vays ! " 

8 Tbus speaks the voioe of faiib, 
In eamest supplication, — 

"Save, Jesus, — save from wratb! 
" My Lord, Redeemer, Sbield, 
" I to thy guidance yield, — 
"Thou art my only trust, — 
** O save a sinner lost ! " 

9 Wbo falls this trutb to know, 
Is still to fiuth a stranger,— 

Of GoD retnains tbe §oe: 
His hapCy built on tbe sand, 
Gannot tbe trial stand ; 
Our safety's only ground 
Is in free mercy found. 

10 The fear, Lorb, trouWes me — 
Lest I in low am wanting ; 
Lest wbat I feel for tbee — 
Deceptive, boUow, faint, — 
Makes but almogt agalot. 
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And leaves the world supreme 
Above thy sacred name. 

11 My heart, approach the test ! 
T is time it were decided, 

I eise can find no rest : 
Say to the world — " Away ! 
" Away, my sins ! " — but say 
To Christ—" Thou art alone 
" My joy !"— or nothing's done. 

12 Poor worm ! — ^wouldst thou refuse 
The King thy cheerful homage 

By whom creation rose ? 
Wilt thou resist His call 
WhoistheAllinalll 
Who his own world sustains, 
Supreme forever reigns % 

18 What eise may pass away 
That's found in earth or heaven, 
Himself unchang'd will stay, 
With pow'r to curse or save. 
Before us is the grave, 
But thence He'll call his friends 
To bliss that never ends : 

14 While they, who here below 
Neglect his great salvstion, 
Must sink in endless wo, 
Far from the blest abode 
Of them who love theur God, 
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To waü in hopeless grief; 
Where none can give relie£ 

15 He waits, — ^make no delay, 
Take now his offer'd mercy, 

My soul, — and to him say— 
*' Flesh, spirit, time, estate, 
" My all I consecrate, 
" No more to call them mine, 
"But, Lord, forever thine. 

16 " Do what thou wilt with me, 
" Only make me a vessel 

" Of praise to honor thee ! 
"That I, by feith and love, 
" May seek thy joys above, 
" And there to Jesus raise 
" My song of endless praise ! " 



21 LIVING WATEBS. 

Thk foüntain flows ! — its waters — all are needing, 

Gome, thirsty soul, nor perish in thy pride ! 
Come, take the waters from the throne proceeding ! 
So cry the Lamb, the Spirit, and the bride. 
Come ! — ^nothing bare the way, 
And dnnk as thou shalt choose, 
There is no price to pay : 
The Foüntain flows ! 



t 
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2 The Fpuntain flows ! With hearts and hands be readj^ 
Ye sons of waiit, tbe profifer'd boon to meet ! 
The sinner's friend, the helper of the needy, 
Your thither course will with his fiivor greet : 
The waters each may take 
Who DOW his mis'ry knows ; — 
Who longa— 't is for his sake 
THe Fountain flows. 

8 The Fountain flows ! Thank God, the füllest measore 
Of grace and powV here meets our utmost need, 
Now, sinner, would thou ever share its pleasure, 
Haste, like the panting roe, with earnest speed ; 
Draw to the waters near 
Where thirst and languor close. 
With waters sweet and clear 
The Fountain flows. 

4 The Fountain flows ! Then take the healing ofl^d, 

Ye heirs of wretdiedness, to all your grief ; 
From hopeless evils you so long have sufier'd, 
Ye weary souls, accept a free relief ! 
No bolts, with vengeance rife, 
Shall here your way oppose ; — 
'T is nam'd the " Fount of life:' 
The Fountain flows ! 

5 The Fountain flows ! Let devils rage with madness, 

Let sink in min all the world beside,—- 
Still Zion, crownM with never ending gladness^ 
Shall with her finint of saying-health abide. 
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GoD guards her walls from fear, 
And bis deliv'rance shows ; — 
Her 6oD is ever near. 
The Fountain flows ! 

6 The Fountain flows ! for all a fount of bealii^ : 
He's blest, for whom it shall not flow in vain ! 
Who drinks — ^a well of water never Ming 
In him, to endless life, it shall remain. 
For, whoso tries its powV 
From tbirst shall now repose, 
And ne'er be thirsty more. 
The Fountain flows! 

J. C. L. Allddow, d. iniL 
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Hasten, ye who wish bis favor, 
And now in Jesus put your trust, — 
Lest, fiiiling of bis love forever, 

Your souls be number'd with the lost 
Eedeem the time, — ^there's üone to spare,— 
And for etemity prepare ! Hasten ! 

2 Haste ! — ^ye who have idly wander'd 

Year aft«r year in paths of sin ; 
Enough of life is madly squanderM, 

Strive'notff etemal life to win. 
To-day, for mercy there is room, — 
WboknowBwhatmaytomorrowoomel BEasten! 
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8 Hasten, all your sins forsaking, 
Tbe least of them is &r too great ; 
And, of bis holy grace partaking, 

Like Jesus every evil hate ! 
Who sins against the truth he knows, 
Prepares his soul for endless woes. Hasten ! 

4 Hasten now, to Jesus going, 

Eich Stores of good in him abound : 
Whj should the fount in vain be flowing 

For you, where endless life is found 1 
You live, and still the way is free, — 
In this your pledge of welcome see ! Hasten ! 

5 Haste ! — the Spirit, profF'ring mercies, 
Now calls you and will give his aid ; 

The season lost will leave its curses, — 

Let not a moment's loss be made ! 
If now his call you disregard, 
His voice may never more be heard. Hasten ! 

6 Haste, while entrance yet is offer'd ! 
Death soon will ever bar the way : 

No license for delay is suffer'd, 

Then hasten while 'tis calPd to-day ! 
For, if to-morrow you should cry 
For help, — no helper may be nigh. Hasten ! 
* * nt * * * Hk 
[7 Hasten, Jesus, we implore thee, 

And show these sinners now thy graoe ! 
Prepare them, Lord, to oome before thee. 
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And there forever sing thy praiae ! 
Biest time ! when all the world shall amg 
The praises of their Savior-King, — ^Hasten !] 

J. A. LnoniB, d. 17881 
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" Comb hither," says the Son of God, 
" Whoever loathe sin's weary load, 

** And would no longer bear it ; 
*' Come hither, young and old, in me, 
" One knowing well your ruln, — see, 

" Whose grace, too, can repair it 

2 ** My yoke is mild, my bürden light^ 
" And all, who choose its easy weight, 

"Their souls from Hell deliver: 
" ni give them strength when theirs would fiul, 
** And by my strength they shall prevail, 

" Exulting in the Giver, 

8 " My patient wrongs, my life and woid, 
" Let these secure your fix'd regard, 

" Then emulate their measure. 
" What you may think, or say, or do, 
" Is neither safe, nor good, nor true, 
" But as it seeks my pleasure.'* 

4 The World may wlsh the bliss to gain, 
Without the cross, reproach, and pain 
Of which they hear the waming : 
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It cannot be ! The cross is tkere, 
And they must cboose its shame to bear^ 
Or endless shame and mouming. 

5 Man boasts, to-day, what'er can please, 
To-morrow, sickens with disease, 

And next — ^behold he's dying ! 
Then, like the blossom's fading bloom, 
To him Earth's glory sinks in gloom, 

Its hopes in ruin lying. 

6 The World are all afraid of death, 

And each, when gasping now for breath, 

First thinks a wish for heaven. 
He toil'd for this, he toiPd for that, 
But his poor soul he quite forgot, 
While life on earth was given. 

7 At last, when he must surely die, 
He lifts his loud and anxious cry, 

To GoD makes forc'd surrender : — 
I sadly fear — God's slighted grace, 
That sought so long in vain a place, 

No mercy now will tender. 

8 No wealih can buy an hour's delay, 
Youth pleads in vain for longer stay, 

His joys and he must sever. 
Though eyes around with pity flow, 
Death has no pity to bestow, — 

Farewell to earth forever ! 
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9 The wise deplore their useless skill, 
For nobles — ^vain their prinoe's will,— 

To dust they all are tendiDg. 
Alas for them who here have found 
Their porüon, seeking naught bejond : 

Their death is woe unendlng. 

10 But who your God in Jesus love, 
Who piety in heart approve, 

Let not your souls be troubled I 
Conüde in Jesus ! — ^and his smile 
Will ev'ry anxious fear beguile,— 

Your hopes by joys be doubled. 

11 Requite not evil deeds in wrath, 
Pursue in Ipve the narrow path, 

Leave to the world their scoming ! 
In trusting God there is no loss, 
Shrink not from beai'ing Jesus' cross, — 

T will prove your best adoming. 

12 Yes — eould the flesh indulge its mood 
In pleasure, pomp, and worldly good, 

Your love füll soon would waver: 
In merey sending earthly cares, 
By chast'ning, God the soul preparea 

To greet his endless &vor. 

13 But seems your cross too much to bear ? 
Then think of Hell, — ^its dark despair, — 

Of scoffers thither hasting : 

4 
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Its ßaxne etemal grie& supplies^ 
liiid wails and curses, groans aod sighs,-^« 
Its fuel never wasting. 

14 While you, — the day is near at band, — 
With Jesus shall in glory stand ; 

— ^A thought 'twere well to ponder ; — 
No voice or notes of joy can teil 
What pleasures there your souls shall swell 

With ever-growing wonder. 

15 For, what the God of changeless tnith 
Confirms by promise and by oath, 

Must come, — and you shall see it 
Whoso will trust bis proffer'd grac8 
Shall in bis kingdom find a place 

Througb Jesus Christ. So be it! 
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Sinners, pray ! — for mercy pleading, — 

Why, in reach of mercy, die 1 
Saints, extol the grace that's leading 
Yoa to seek the joys on high ! 
To die— -'t is ourselves that perversely would dioose it, 
Salvation — our hearts with contempt would refuse it : 
Our choice was to die, — ^but God chose we should live,— 
O Love, that to sinners such mercy would give ! 
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2 Them that oft provoke his curses, 

And his threaten'd vengeanoe brave, 
GoD, a sov'reign in his merdes, 
Can bj sov'reign mercy save. 
To save — God has shown it to be his good pleasure, 
Bjr yielding his Son to the curse, — who the measure 
Of vengeance endur'd, though his life's blood it oost :-^ 
O Love, that could seek and so rescue the lost ! 

8 Pity 'bove oonception rising, 

Oan our God such pity show 1 
Show to them his love despising 1 
Well may we in wonder bow. 
And if we oonfide in our God who has will'd it, 
In Jesus, our Saviour and Lord, who fulfilPd it, 
With saints shall we sing, who endrcle the throne, 
•* O Love, thy best doings for sinners are done ! " 

P.F.HxuB,d.lTM. 
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Kepsnt ! — ^nor still delay 
From one year to another : 

Death may, at any hour. 
Blast all thy hopes together : 

And, afber death, will God 

His wrath for sin display ; 

O einner, think of this ! 

Bepent, withoiit dday ! 
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2 Repent I — ^nor still delay 
im life's late sands are gliding: 

Thou canst not know that age 
"Will find thee here abiding : 
Life now its light afibrds, 
But Short its longest day — 
Ere noon how oflen quench'd ! 
Repent, without delay ! 

3 Repent ! — ^nor still delüy 
Till on a death-bed lying : 

Is this a work to do 
When pantiug, struggling, dying 1 
What pains and fears will then 
Thy trembling soul dismay ! 
Break now the cords of sin ! 
Repent, without delay ! 

4 Repent ! — ^nor still delay 
Till youthfiil joys are ended : 

Why should thy prime of lifo 
In folly be expended 1 

The young die too, and then 
Who shall God's judgment stay 1 
Be wise while yet there's time ! 
Repent, without delay ! 

5 Repent ! — ^no more delay ! 
All hope will soon be over, — 

Let sin's deceit no more 
From thee thy ruin ooyer ! 
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Whoso the flesh, and world, . 
And Satan will obey, 
Must hopleless sink to hell : 
Repent, without delay ! 

6 Repent ! — ^no more delay ! 
While Space to thee is suffer'd, 

Let pray'r before thy God, 
With grief for sin, be ofFer'd. 
If thus, in Jesus' name, 
For grace thou wilt not pray, — 
Thy soul's forever lost. 
Repent, without delay ! 

7 Rep^t ! — ^no more delay ! 

. Live now for God and heaven ! 
Avow, with heart sincere, — 
" My all to God is given : — 
" On Jesus rests my hope, 
** He is my only stay ! " 
How IJest would be thy soul ! • 
Repent, without delay ! 
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Bow thine ear, I now implore thee, 
Sov'reign of the earth and skies, 

Hear the pray'r I bring before thee, 
Whik my soul in angui^ lies. 
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T is my guilt oppresses me, 
Self-condemn'd, I come to thee, 
And, with grief niy sins oonfessing, 
Seek thy pardon and thy blessing. 

2 All the weary heavy-laden, — 

Such to thee are ask'd to come ; — 
Surely then l'm one that's bidden, 

And for me there must be room. 

Mercy's door is open still i. 

GoD in mercy can, and will 
Hide my sins that so distress me, 
And with pard'ning grace will bless me. 

3 All thy Word abides unbroken, 

Safe the hope encourag'd there : 
Who, if not thyself, has spoken — 

« Seek my face ! " ? With humble prayV, 

Now thy face, Lord, do I seek, 

And implore of thee to break 
Sin's control : — ^thy Spirit sending, 
Keep me from my God ofTending ! 

4 See, too ! Is it not recorded 

By thy band, beneath mine eye, — 
"As I live," — ^yes, so 'tis worded, — 

" I've no wish that sinners die,. 

*^ But that they their sins should moum, 

" And from all their evil turn, — 
" Thus should humbly seek my &vor, 
"And with me should live forever."? 
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5 Thou art not one to deceive me, — 

I thine qath of mei-cy plead ; 
Here to die thou wilt not leave m% 

Nor forsake me in my need,^- 

While with deepest grief I own, 

Fve disgrac'd the name of son, 
Far from home aud God have wandernd, 
And thy gifls have basely squander'd. 

6 What more would I now be saying, 

If not, smiting on my breast, 
With the publican be praying — 

'^ Jx^RD, 't is thou that knowest best 

"All that IVe offended thee, 

" O have mercy upon me ! " ? 
On thine arm of mercy Alling, 
"Mercy! Mercy!" — lam calling. 

7 Guilt of mine TU not'endeavor, 

LoBD, before thee to excuse, 
Yet would hope thy pard'ning &vor, — 

Nor wilt thou the grace refuse. 

What thy holiness demands 

All is paid by Jesus' hands, 
Who the perfect ransom offer'd^ 
While foT sinners here he sufier'd. 

8 Now, my God, the ransom owning^ 

JBe thy wondrous mercy shown ! 
Jesus, for my sins atoning, 
Has above to glbry gone ; 



i 
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He has wrougbt my füll release, 
Hence alone I look for peace, 
Drawing, from his death of anguish, 
Life whose joys shall never lapguish. 

9 Me, dear Savior, onward nourbh ! 

Be my soul's abiding food ! 
Faith and love within me cherish, — 

Here be thou my chosen good ! 

Then, when life on earth is past, 

I shall rise to thee at last, 
And, with saints who bow before thee, 

Ever — ever — will adore thee. 
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What meanest thou my soul. 
In hopeless sorrow weeping : — 

Through consciousness of guilt, 
In fear and anguish keeping ? 
So grievous is the load 
Thy ans upon thee bind, 
That peaoe or comfort, none 
Thy troubled thoughts can find. 

2 Füll just is all the charge 
'Gainst thee by eonscience spoken, 

Thy GoD thou hast despis^d, 
His holy law hast broken ;— 

Thy ßdse and evil ways 
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Are open to his view ; — 
Thou hast deserv'd to die — 
Tis all, alas ! too true. 

3 Thy sins have no excuse, — 
And yet, Wilt thou receive if? 

GoD, in his word of truth, 
Commands thee to believe it, — 
That just as true and sure 
As thy repented guilt, 
So sure it is, that Christ 
For thee his blood has spilt. 

4 Though sinners he would save, 
God's daims he well asserted ; 

Did what we ne'er could do, 
— Our wills are so perverted, — 
The Law we had despis'd 
He honor'd and obey'd, 
Bore too its threaten'd curse, 
And sufler'd in our stead. 

5 And through his merits now, 
Of God's mere sov'reign favor, 

By feith we're justified, — 
So that how deep soever 
The wounds that sin inflicts, 
They cannot deadly be, 
Since Jesus, by his death, 
From guilt has set us free. 



4 
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6 Fears I may well dismiss, 
The power of Hell contemning ; 

Wilt thou still doubt, my soul, 
Tbyself to wrath condemning ? 
Yet GoD, who by bis word 
Would all my fears relieve, 
Is greater far than thou, — 
His word cannot deceive. 

7 Send now thy Spirit, Lord^ 
With mercy and with power, 

That I, in hope and love, 
May onward, upward tower : 
Since thou my soul hast wash'd 
From dead works by thy blood,« 
Give me by faith to live, 
And work the works of God l 

8 Give strength, victorious King, 
That, in thy steps pursuing, 

Satan, the world, and flesh, 
And all their rage, subduing, 
I too may vict'ry gain : 
Nor let my spirit dread 
The wrath my eins deserve,— 
For / to sin am dead. 
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FATTH, 

WiTHOUT true faith, O Lobi>, 
None rightly oomes before thee ; 

Our guilty doubts disperse — 
We humbly would implore thee : 

Establish in our hearts 

The feith thou wilt approve, 

T is thine alone to give 

The &ith that works by love. 

2 May we believe, O God, 
That thou fbrever livest ; 

Nor sufTer us to doubt, — 
While help to all thou givest,— 

But that thou wilt reward 

With thy peculiar grace, 

Those who are eamest now 

To seek thy smiling face. 

3" Thy Word is ever sure ; 
Grant that, in this oonfiding, 

Our hopes may ever be 
Transforming, and abiding : 

Grant, too, in joy or grief, 

That, to thy guidance true, 

Whate'er thy word directs 

We steadily pursue. 

4 Thy Son, in merey sent 
To die, for sin atoning, — 



( 
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Him, as our Lord and God, 
With füll reliance owning, 
May we with thanks receive 
The grace his blood has bought ; 
And show our love to him, 
By doing what he taught. 

5 To serve him with the heart, — 
Be this our great endeavor ! 

Thus may we comfort find, — 
While, too, it shall deliver 
From servitude to sin. 
And give us strength to wage 
The war 'gainst ev'ry foe, 
Through all our pilgrimage. 

6 What sacred peace and joy 
By faith to us are given ! 

More glorious far the part 
Awaiting us> in heaven. 

There we shall aee and know 
What here heUev*d is bliss ; 
Nor sin, or fear, or doubt 
Shall mar our happiness. 

J. J. TtAMBACBf, d. 178& 



29 SALVATION BY FAITH. 

To US salvation now is come, 

God's wondrous graoe revealing ; 
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Works never can avert our doom, 

They have no pow'r of healing, 
Faith looks to God's beloved Son, 
Who has for us deliv'rance won — 

He is our great Redeemer ! 

2 What God's most holy precept Claims 

No child of Adam renders, 
Änd Sinai speaks, from cloud and flameS| 

The cm^ against ofTenders. 
The flesh ne'er prompte those pure desires 
That, 'bove all eise, the law requires ; — 

Relief by law is hopeless ! 

S T is then avain delusive dream 

That GoD the law has given, 
That we thereby reward might claim, 

And eam our way to heaven : 
But 't is a glass, where we descry 
How many siiis in ambush lie, 

And in our flesh are hiding. 

4 By our own strength to put aside 

God's wrath, and win his blesdng, 
The task, though many oft have tried, 

Is but our guilt increasing : 
For GoD hypocrisy abhors, 
And flesh with goodness ever wars, — 

'T is, in its nature, evil. 

5 But all the Law must be fulfill'd, 

Or sin reoeive its wages ; — 



i 
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For thb thc Son— «o God had wül^d,— 

In our behalf engages ; 
He in the flesh the law obeys, 
Its curse endures, the vengeance stays 

Whioh over us impended. 

6 With all the Law 't is now oomplied 

By one could well obey it : 
Eaoh humble soul, now justified 

By &ith in him, may say it — 
** Yes, 1 receive thee, gracious Lord, 
^ Thy death to me shall life a6&rd, 

" I or me is paid the ransom ! 

7 ^ Here all excuse for doubt were Tain, 

" Thy truth cannot deceive me, 
** And thou hast said, — ^in words so piain, 

*' No room for doubt they leave me, — 
" * Whoso shall humbly trust my name 
^ ' To save his soul from guilt and shame, 

" * Is heir of my salvation.' ** 

8 This ßuth — whose heart is right with Qod, 

And he alone cap know it ; 
A £uth whose. Ijght will shine abroad. 

And pious deeds shall show it : 
T is one Groo will himself approYO, 
A holy &ith that works by love. 

Art thou of God begotten V — 

9 Then by the Law will sin be shown, 

Thy aool ita guilt deploring,-— 
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Tül Orace too make her message knowDy 

To hope thy soul restoring; 
She say»-^'' In Christ are sinnerB blest, 
**In Sim, not in the Law, — ^Is reat ;" — 

Thus fidth is wrought with power. 

10 From &ith in Jesus that is right, 

Grood works are always fiowing ; 
Falsa is the faith that shuns the light, 

On works no care bestowing : 
Ken if true faith alone could live, 
It needs good works the proof to givd 

Of what is true and saying. 

11 Hope, though deferr'd, letnone destroj, — 

God's promise never chai^es : 
What day our hope shall end in joy — 

Most wisely he arranges. 
The fittest time to give — he knows. 
And how that knowledge to disclose,— -* 

With Hirn we well may leave it. 

12 Nor when thy wishes may be eroes'd, 

Thy oonfidence give over ; 
E'en while thy good He seeks the mcet. 

Bis purpose he may cover : 
Though fleali and sense may oft repine, 
His Word of grace is ever thine, — 

On this repose seeurely ! 

13 Now to the God of matchless graoe^ 

To Eatber, Susaud ^it^ 
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We lift our higbest songs of praiaei 

Our pnuse bis fitvors merit 
All he bas said, He will perform. 
And save us by bis migbty arm, — 

Tby name, O Lord, be ballowM ! 

14 Tby kingdom come ! tby will be done 

On eartb as done in beaven ! 
Give US our bread, eacb day ita own ! 

And be our sins forgiven • 
As we forgive tbe wrongs we bear ! ^ 
Our weakness from temptation spare ! 

From evil save ! — So be it ! 

PoLLLNDKB, L & Joa GranmsDiif rp^AaUfne^] d. 154L 
Paul Spibatüs, [A. Knapp,] d. 1064 



30 BEDEMPnON. 

I IM redeem'd ! — ^the purdiase of thatblood 

Wbicb on tbe cross was shed : 
To GoD l'm reconcil'd, — ^my life renew'd,— 
My terrors all are fled. 
The scbeme of mercy — Wisdom made it^- 
The oostJy ransom — Love bas paid it 
I am redeem'd t 

2 I am redeem'd ! — ^Nor can tbe tbunder-roar 
Of Sinai yield alarm ; 
For me, tbe fearful curse my Savior bore, 
My soul it cannot barm. 
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Bepented sins, would ye appal mel 
To joy and tbanks God's merdes call me ! 
I am redeem'd ! 

3 I am redeem'd ! — ^My Savior broke tfae band 

That cbain'd me to tbe foe. 
Hie' keys of Hell were in bis friendly band, 
He sbut its portals to. 
Now walk I free, secure of pardon ; 
From sin and Satan's weary bürden 
I am redeem'd ! 

4 I am redeem'd ! Wbat is tbere I sbould fear ? 

Deatb's gloom will beam witb ligbt ;«- 
The Lord of life for me will tben appear, 
And lead to mansions bright 
And though in dust my dust shall slumber, 
My sleeping dust will he remember. 
I am redeem'd ! 

5 I am redeem'd — ^from guilt, and fear, and pain, 

To joys that will abide ; 

And Death to me will prove etemal gain, — 

Witb Jesus at my side, 

Then shall I rise to share bis fiivor 

With saints who sing bis praise forever, 

I am redeem'd ! 

E. WAomn, d. 1813. 
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31 *uan's BBCOYXBT. 

Comb, Christians all, let us rejoioe, 
Our hearts with rapture swelling, 

With grateful and united voioe, 
Let all, in one, be telling 

The mercy God to us has i^own, 

Hie work of wonder He has done : 
FuU dear our joy was purdias'd ! 

2 To death devoted, long I laj 

A captive of the Devil, 
With fears tormented night and day, 

By birth a child of evil : 
O'er roe yet sinking lower still, 
While thoughts and deeds increas'd the ill. 

Sin held its füll dominion. 

S Good works ! — of niine dar'd I to speak, — 
T were vain — the proud assertion : 
My will was free the law to break^ 

To keep it, — my aversion. 
My angulsh drove me to despair, 
Where vengeance bums — ^my lot was there, 
And all escape was hopeless. 

4 God pitied, frora etemity, 

This mis'ry out of measure : 
He thoughts of mercy had for me, 
To save was his good pleasure. 
He showM for me a fiither's heart, — 
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It was no cheap or easj part, — 
His best it needs would oost hinu 

5 He spake to his beloved Son — 

** T is come — ^the time appointed : 
•* Go thou, the brightness of my crown, 

** Appear, the Lord's anointed I 
** To save the lost from endless wrath, 
*^ First, die for them a shameful death ! 

** Then, share with them thy glory ! " 

6 The Son, obey ing, sought the earth, 

Was born of virgin mother, 
Such was his love, he would by birth 

Of man become the brother. 
Füll lowly here was hb abode, 
A &ithful servant of his Gtod— 

The Devil he encounter'd. 

7 Then charg'd my soul — ^*' Trust now in me I 

" And vict'ry — ^thou shalt gain it 
** Myself entire I give to thee, 

^ The struggle — ^I'll sustain it : 
** For I am thine, and thou art mine^ 
•* To share my glory shall be thine, 

" The foe shall not divide us. 

8 " Fear not ! — ^Ihough, laying wait for blood, 

•* He should of life bereave me: 
^^ All this shall work thy lasting good, — 
^ Thougfa Strange it aeem, beUere me ! 
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«* O'er Death I yet shall vict'ry win, 
** My righteousness shall hide thy siii, — 
" In me is thy salvation ! 

9 " From suffring here I soon shall go 
" To reign with Gtod in heaven ; 
*' But still a Savior's care FU show, — 

" The Spirit shall be given ! 
" He will thy soul from sorrow free, 
" Will cheer with hope thy &ith in me, 
** And all my truth will teach thee. 

10 " Let what Fve done, and what Fve said, 
" Direct thy word and living, 

" That far my kingdom may be spread, 
" To GrOD new glory giving. 

" Of what vain man would add, beware ! 

" Lest thou the sacred treasure mar : — 
" Receive my last commission !" 
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I Now have found, for hope of heaven, 
An anchor-ground that firm will hold ; 

Twas through the cross of Jesus given, 
By GoD appointed from of old ; 
A ground that shall enduring stay, 
When earth and skies have pass'd away. 

2 Tis God's own mercy^ never ending, 
Its measm« all our thoughts exceeds ; 
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WWle Jesus too, his anns extending, — 
Whose heart for guilty sinners bleeda, — 
Now with oompassion calls his foes 
To flee from sin and endless woes. 

3 And why should we be lost forever, 

Since God to us commeuds his love ? 
His Son, with message of his favor, 

Invites to holy joys above : 
To win OUT hearts, as oft before, 

He now is knocking at the door. 

4 His love's a deep, our follies hiding ; 

The death of Christ — a matchless grace, 
To h'fe and peaoe our spirits guiding, 
Where wrath no more shall finda place« 
IBs blood for us is pleading still— 
** Lei mercy all its work fiilßll ! " 

5 From this will I my comfort borrow, 

With joy will trust my Savior's plea^ 
And, while for sin I deeply sorrow, 
Now to the Father's pity flee, — 
In Him will ever seek a friend 
Whose grace in Christ will never end. 

6 Of all besidewere I forsaken 

That could my soul or body cheer ; 
From me if joys of earth were taken, 
If not a friend were left me here, — 
One joy remains — the riebest, best, — 
For I with pard'ning love am bless'd. 
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7 Should earthlj cares still gather round me, 

And join'd with griefs should malioe rise, 
Tqgether gtriving to oonfound rae, 
Or into sin my soul surprise, 
Should sorrows high o'er sorrows swell| 
Let Mercy smile, and all is welL 

8 Whene'er I look my doings over, — 

The best of all that I have done,— 
Much wrong and weakness I disoover, 
And boasting is forever gone : 
But in one thing I can confide, — 
Tis mercy, — ^and in naught beside. 

9 He leads, and always will be nigh me^ 

Who has on me his mercy set ; 
With all I need he will supply me, 
Nor let my soul his graoe forget : 
What joys or sorrows may befidl, 
Fll trust his grace alike in all. 

10 lipon this ground I will sustain me, 

Long as the earth my dwelling prove; 
To serve my GrOD and Savior train me, 
Till, dying, I shall rise above. 
And there, rejoieing, will adore 
Unbounded mercy evermore. 

A. Bozm^ d, 17S8L 



HTMN8 FBOH THE GSBMAIK. TL 

33 HOPE IN GOD^S HEBCT. 

PnlmlMi 

From deep distress toThee I pray, ■ 

O GoD, hear my intreaty ! 
Tum not thy &ce from me away, 

But show thy tender pity : 
As Judge, should thou my deeds r^ard, 
Li justice weighing due award, 

How could I stand the trial ! 

2 With thee should mercy not prevail 

To show to man thy favor, 
His ev'ry act his guilt would swell, 

Vain were his best endeavor. 
His goodness in its utmost length, 
Beveals his utter want of strength, — 

He must rely on mercy. 

3 On GoD alone, and on his grace, 

Can I securely rest me ; 
He sees my heart, He heals distress,-— 

To Him, then, why not trust me 1 
He owns a Father's name, and knowa 
The füll amount of human woes — 

On Him be my reliance ! 

4 Should eomfort seem a^ to keep, 

I'il not sink down despairing ; 
They wbo in godly sorrow weep 

Shall find a gradous hearing : 
ThuBChrifilaaii8dQ,aiid theyareblest 
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In GoD, their confidence and rest, 
Their comfort, and Redeemer. 

5 Many and great my sins, I own, 
But greater God's free mercies : 
From wrath I flee to his dear Son, 

Who bore for me its curses : 
And He will be my Shepherd, too, 
Will all my troubles guide me through, 
To rest wilh him in glory. 

li.LunnB,d.lBML 



34 ^I^HE LOYE OF GOD THE CHIEF GK>OD. 

How could I wish a greater treasure, 
Than that the God of love were mine ? 

If all the World should wait my pleasure, 
For this would I the world resign : 

Yet, from his love, how many fleeing 

Despise the fountain of well being ! 

2 Men hope elsewhere a good unchanging, 
But wake and find their hopes a dream :— ^ 
Some, in the search, through earth are ranging 

But all their search deceives their aim : — 
Some jeopard life in country's quarreis, 
Yet gain at best but fading laureis. 

8 Gives God no means his love of knowing % — 

Forget ye who your souls would save ? 

Who, on the cross his llfe's blood flowiog, 
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Sudi proafe of love fbr sinDers gave 1 
Are ye indeed still lefl in blindness 
How he has shown bis loving-kindness? — 

4 That He tp earth came down from heaven, 

The GroD in human form reveal'd ? 
What words of life by Him were giyen 1 

How many by his grace were heal'd ? 
And how, your endless good devising, 
He bore the curse, its shame despising? 

5 Can ye, unmov'd, now hear this message. 

And proo& of love still ask for more ? 
Nor to your hearts yield Him a passage, 

Who bars to you Hell's fearful door ? 
Why not to him your souls surrender — 
To him your highest service tender ? 

6 Thou GoD of love, do thou receive me ! 

Thou art my life, my hope, my all : 
Though worldly pleasures all should leave me, 

No loss would I their absence call ; — 
Thoult make it gain, — and I before thee, 
I^oidng, ever will adore thee. 



35 8INNEBS BECETVED BY JESUS. 

** This man sinners doth receive l " 
Well may we the saying ponder, 
Who in sin's delusions live. 



i 
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And from God and heaven wander :— 
This alone can bope revive — 
^ Jesus sinners doth reodve!'* 

2 We deserve but grief and shame,— 
Yet bis words, rieb grace revealing, 

Pardon, peace^ and lifo proclaim : 
Here their ills have perfect healing 
Wbo witb bumble hearts believe. 
"Jesus sinners doth receive ! " 

3 As a ßkitbful shepberd seeks 
Sheep that straj from their inclosnre; 

He, with eye tbat ever wakes, 
Watcbes us in our exposure, 

And, wbo will tbeir wand'rings leave, 
He bas promis'd to receive. 

4 Come, ye wand'rers, one and all, 
Come, we all have invitation, — 

Corae, obey bis gracious call, . 
Come and take bis free salvation ! 
He bas died tbat we might live. — 
" Jesus sinners doth receive ! " 

5 Savior, now I come to tbee : 
Great my sins, a weary bürden ! 

Wilt thou kindness show to me ? 
Can I bope to find a pardon 1 
I will trust: my soul relieve ! 
Me, a sianer, Lc»rd reoeivel 
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6 Rieh Ükj mercy ! — strangelj good ! 
O how oft have I otfended ! 

But, through thy redeeming blood, 
All my fear of wrath is ended : 
Tes, I now can witness give, 
*^ Jesus MDüersdoth-reoeive!" 

7 Now, though conscience be at rest, 
Will the Law still urge its chai^es ? 

Who the Law has honor'd best, 
He from guilt my soul enlarges ; 
HeDce my oomfort I derive, — 
" Jesus sinners doth reoeive ? " 

8 " Jesus sinners doth receive ! " 
Happy in his ceaseless ßivor, 

Here for heaven I will live, 
Then shall live with him forever. 
Joy in death these tidings give — 
•* Jesus sinners doth receive ! " 

E. NxüMKiaRB, d. ITSflL 



♦ HELP ONLY IN JESUS. 

In themidst of life — is Death 
Watching to ensnare us : 

Who can guard us in our path 1 
From his terrors spare us 1 

T is thou, Lord, none beside thee. 

Our many sins we deeply moum, 

From US the lurking misdiief tum ! 
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Most Holj Lord, our God ! 

Most H0I7 mighty Groo ! 
Most Holy merciful Bedeemer ! 

Thou eternal God ! 

Leave us not to perish 
In the cruel &Dgs of Death ! 

Shew US thy pity ! 

2 In thjß midst of DeaÜi — ^is Hell 
Wide his jaws distending : 
Who for US his rage can quell, 

From our guilt defendingl 
Thyself, O Lord, — ^none other. 
Thy wondrous grace provides relief 
From all our load of sin and grieC 
Most Holy Lord, our God ! 
Most Holy mighty Gtod ! 
Most Holy merciful Redeemer ! 
Thou eternal God ! 
Leave us not to tremble 
At the dreadful rage of Hell ! 
Show US thy pity ! 

8 In the midst of Hell — Despair 
Looks for endless sorrow: 
Whither now for light repair 1 

Hope whence can we borrow 1 
From thee, Lord Jesus, only ! 
For thou hast shed thy precious blood, 
And &ith secures the purchas'd good. 
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Most Holy Lord, our God ! 

Most Holy, mighty God ! 
Most Holy merciful Redeeiner! 

Thou eteraal God ! 

Leave us not despairing ! 
Grant the comforts of thy feith ! 

Show US thy pity ! 

M.LüTHXB,d.l0ML 



37 ^1*^^ FATHEBrLAND. 

Enow ye the land—on earth 'twere vainly sought, — 
To which the heart in sorrows tums its thought 1 
Where no complaint is heard, — tears never flow, — 
The good are blest, — the weak with vigor glow ? 
Ejiow ye it well 1 

Für this, for this. 
All earthly wish or care, my friends, dismiss ! 

2 Know ye the way — ^the rugged path of thoms? 
His lagging progress there the trav'ler moums ; 
He f&ints, he sinks,— from dust he cries to God— 
"Relieve me, Father, from the weary road!" 
Know ye it well % 

It guides, it guides, 
To that dear land, where all we hope abides. 

3 Knowye thatfriend? — ^In him a man you see ; — 
Yet more than man, more than all men is He : 
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Himsel^ before na, trod (hepaih of AomSj 
To pilgrims now his heart with pity turns. 
Know ye him well ? 

His hand, his hand 
Will safely bring us to that Father-land. 

Glahi Habw, K ITTBL 



38 THE SAVIOB POUND. 

What, without 4hee, would I have been 1 

Without thee, Lord, what should I bei 
Before I had thy mercy seen, 

No friend or hope appear'd for me. 
What I desir'd I scarcely knew, 

Upon the future darkness feil, 
And, though my grief incessant grew, 

To whom could I my sorrows teil 1 

2 With spirits sank, and all alone, 

The day to me was gloomy night : 
Joyless I still was pressing on 

Where others seem'd to have delight : 
1 vainly sought for peace abroad, 

At home the prey of constant grief, — 
How did I live without my God ! 

Endure so long without relief 1 

8 But thou hast brought thy mercy nigh,-— 
The purpose first was elearly thine ;— 
How soon the douds of darkness fly, 

When God commands his light to shme 1 



Uli then mj reason was debas'd, 
But thou hast taught m j soul to rise^ 

And whathad been a drear j waste, 
Kooin» louDd me now a paradiseu 

4 Life, now, with halcyon days is crown*d, 

The World breathes love and joy to me, 
1 find a balm for ev'ry wound, 

My cheerful breast throbs füll and free« 
For this thy rieh, unbounded grace, 

My heart and pow'rs fo tbee are ^v'n j 
JBfere, *mong thy friends grant me a place, 

Till thou receive my soul to heav'n. 

5 TTiere, He in upper glory Stands, 

Whom, though unseen, we love below ; 
His varied grief for us demands 

That grateful tears for him should flow ; 
That we our hearts should open wide 

To all who love ImmanueFs name, 
Should pity those for whom he died, 

And to the world his grace prodaim« 

6 Now go ye forth in all the ways, 

And hither bring poor wand'rers home, 
Urgent resist their vain delays ; 

All now is ready, — ^bid them " eame /" 
T? is heav'n to be with us below, 

By fiuth its glories here we see, — 
But more than brightest &ith can show 

Shall ihere our endless portion be. 

F. Yas Habbbbbm^ d. 1801. 
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39 GBACE ACCSFrED. 

To THBE, Lord Jesus, now loome, 
From mercy's door no longer roam, 

But seek thy gracious pardon : 
With load of sins my soul oppress'd 
From sorrows cannot look for rest, 

Till thou remove the bürden. 
I eise must sink in dark despair, 
And never hope»JJw love to share 
To whom the heavens are undean — 
An heir of death I must remain. * 

Lord Jesus Christ! Thy meroy ahow ! :|: 
And save me from etemal woe ! 

2 Sin's yoke, for me too heavy grown, 
Now weighs my sinkmg spirit dowit— 

Let, Lord, the yoke be broken ! 
O think — ^beneath sin's grievous load 
Thj soul for mine to death was bow'd, 

Think what thy mouth has spoken. 
The guilt my sins upon me lay,— ^ 
Thy blood can wash it all away ; 
For thy salvation now I plead, 
Thy grace can meet my ev'ry need : — 

Lord Jesus Christ, That grace fulfil, :|: 
Nor yield me up to Satan's will ! 

8 Thou art my confidence alone, 

Beside, no helper will I own, 

Physician of my spirit ! 
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None eise can cheer the soul with &ith : 
None eise, by vict'ry over death, 

Can teach me not to fear it. 
My shield of strength, my port of rest, 
Thou rock and fortress of the blest, 
My Savior, my almighty friend, 
My hopeof joys that never end — 

Lord Jesus Christ ! Accept my ßiith, : j: 
Increase it tili I sleep in death ! 

4 Henceforth my willing neck shall bear 
Whatever yoke thou placest there, 

Nor will its weight oppress me. 
Beneath it, I shall find my peace. 
And by it, while I grow in grace, 

My sorrows too shall bless me. 
When, passing through this vale of tears, 
I meet with trials and with fears, 
Fresh hopes from thee, their living source, 
Shall help me end with joy my course. 

Lord Jesus Christ, Alone thy love :|: 

Gives hope below, or joy above ! 

J. A. FBSTUXGiiAUBBr, d. 17S9. 



BSST IN JESUS. 

I Kow have found abiding rest 
For which I long was sighing, 

New, on my Savior's faithful breast 
My weary head is lying : 
6 



i 
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This is the place where sin, no more, 
And Death and Hell alarm me : 

I now am safe, by Jesus' pow'r, 
From all that eise would härm me. 

2 He whispers me — " l'm wholly thioe^ 

" And thou art mine forever ; 
*' Henceforth all fear and doabt reago, — 

** Confiding in my &vor ! 
" Thy ev'ry want shall find süpply 

"• From my exhausdess treasures ; 
"TU fiU thy spirit with my joy, 

^^ The pledge of endless pleamires." 

8 From Jesus and his love, Who now, 

By terrors to divide me, 
My great and njany sins would show % — 

His wounds from vengeance hide me : 
My sins are great, — ^111 not despair, 

Though conscience too arraigns me^ 
Nor doubt my Savior's watchfiü care — 

His arm of love sustains me. 

4 I thank thee, God's beloved Son, 

Thy boundless grace adoring, 
Which brought thee from thy glorious throne^ 

Our peace with God restoring. 
, O make my heart a shrine, where peaoe 

Shall keep her constant dwelling : 
Where grateful praise shall never oease, 

Abroad thy glories telling. 



HTHNB FBOIC IHK OEBKAN. tt 

SAPETY IN JESUS. 

SiHAi flames its awful wonders, — 

How can I its terrors meet ? 
Where's a Hock that, from its thundersi 

Tields a deft of safe retreat ? 
Bock — ^thou none wilt find but Jesus, — 

Such a deft, bis wounded side ; — 
There, no dread of wrath can seize usj — 

Jesus bore our curse, and died. 

2 Place oi Befuge — where % — O teil me ! 

That mj soul may thither fly, 
Now that guilt and fear o'erwhelm me, 

With the blood-avenger nigh. 
Befuge % — ^there is none but Jesus, — 

Tohis wounds for rescue turn! 
He, from vengeance to release ua, 

Has the stroke of vengeance bome, 

3 Wretched, naked, child of loathing, 

Must I shame forever bear 1 
Where can I obtain me clotkinp, 

And before my God appear ? 
Jesus* dying love can give it, — 

Hence our robe of righteousness ; 
All by faith may now receive it, — 

None could wish a ridier dress, 

4 Bat my crimes, of countlessnumber, 

-»More than aandsupon the ahors^— - 
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With their load my soul encumb^ ;— 
What can meet the dreadful soore ? 

Nothing but the blood of Jesus, 
This a perfect ransom paid, 

He from all our load will ease us, 
While our faith on him is stay'd. 

5 Where's Afountcdn ever-flowing, 

That can slake mj thirsty heart ? 
And from filth of evil-doing, 

Cleansing to ray soul impart ? 
Jesus' wounds — from these are burstiog 

Living streams of sacred blood, 
Here raay drink the heart that's thirsting^ 

Here the soul be cleans'd for GroD, 

6 Are there mansions — Who will show them ? — 

That with eonstant peace are blest f 
Where afflictions — ^none shall know them,— 

And from care my soul may resti 
Such a place is Christ preparing, — 

Faith, e'en here, secures our peace ;— 
Who Sie sufT'riugs now is sharing, 

Soon shall share his home of blisa. 

£. O. WoLTntDOir, d. ITO. 



42 CHEIST OUB BOCK. 

I NOW have found the Rock of ages. 

And, with it, all that soul would crave ; 
This Book!*-unmov'd when tempest ngea^ 
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This Rock — ^from which the swoUen waya 
With broken billows back is rolling — 
When storms from Hell's abyss were howlingi 

Receiv'd me to its shelt'ring cleft. 
My soul, dismiss all doubt and terror, 
Thy faith is no delusive error, 

Here safe retreat for thee is left. 

2 Oppress'd with guilt of sins so many, 

My soul was like the troubled sea ; 
Nor help for me appear'd there any, 

But dark despair awaited me. 
While conscience, for my sins accusing, 
All hope of light or life refusing, 

DisdosM the world of woe beneath, — 
As one diat's toss'd on ocean's surges, 
Where each to ruin onward urges, 

I stru^led on the brink of death. 

8 On me, when now all hope was dying, 

The Savior look'd ; — nor stood apart :— 
He heard my voice for mercy crying, 

And pity mov'd his tender heart : 
To me his wounded body showing. 
And from the wounds his life's blood flowing, 

He cried — " Come, weary sinner, come ! 
^ I am the rock for sinners riven, 
" No refuge eise for thee is given, 

" Haste ! for thy shelter here is room !" 

4 What life and peace my spirit borrows, 

Bock of my strength, — what joys from thee ! 
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Where now ia gooe that flood of somywi t 
Lo ! — ^backward roll its waves firom me» 
Now finds mj soul, to its fuU measure^ 
In thee its paradise of pleasure ;-* 

What pure delights my bosom fill ! 
Of all the bliss I share before thee» 
I deeply feel Vm all unworthy, — 
Yet thankful take it:— ^uch thy will 

5 Let then the angry ^nds be roaring! 

Let sea and sky their fury wage ! 
The floods of Death their stonn be ponrittg, 

And Satan double all his rage ! 
All this but little can alarm me, — 
My Rock secures that nothing hann me, 

Though darkness all my prospect hide. 
Let sink with fear both hill and monntafn, 
My Bock will stand ; — ^a oeaseless fbantaia 

Of life still flowing from its side. 



43 TBEASUBB IN HEAVEN. 

AsFiBE, my heart, on high to live ! 

For there is found thy treasure : 
What's here^ would all thyhopes deoeive,- 

That only suits their measure. 
Poor is the wealth that soon must fidl^ 
None other can for thee avail 

Than ricfaes stor'd in heaven. 
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2 Tis all ft gift^-HQo); wages pud,— 

This ta!«isure none can merit ; 
And Jesus, who atooement made, 

He, only, can confer it. 
The soul oould have no higher good, 
Than God's beloved Son, with blood, 

For US has dearly purchasM. 

8 It is a wealth tha^ will remain, — 

B7 fiuth in him, we seal it : 
No fbe can make its title vain, 

No thief can ever steal it 
Nor Death, nor Time, its worth destroya, 
T will be a source of holy joys, 

Long as the soul is living. 

4 This treasure, Lord, to me commend. 
And teach my heart to prize it ; — 

Cömpar'd with this, what earth can lend — 
Sincerely to despise it. 

For me to die will then be gain. 

And when thy courts I shall attain, 
I will forever thank thee. 

P. F. HnjUEi, d. 17«!. 



44 ♦the chbistian's peacb. 

Pll serve the Lord with true devotion — 
My Savior, help to keep my vow ! 

Too long I shar'd the world's comiootion, 
Thou art my rest from trouble now. 
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Thy peace, — O 't is a matchless blessing^ 
The brightest crown of kings surpassing, 

To US of future bliss it teils : 
The gift excites my ceaseless wonder, 
No words can speak the debt l'm under, 

Thy grace my highest thoughts excela. 

2 How kind and patient was thy pity, 

That thou shouldst such a heart subdue ! 
I fled from thee, scorn'd thy entreaty — 

Would still the way of death pursue. 
And yet thy love would not forsake me,— 
A trophy of thy grace to make me, 

Thou hast reveal'd thyself in me. 
Accept, for love so true and tender, 
My heart entire 5 — I all surrender, 

And would rejoice alone in thee. 

8 So teach me, that, myself forgetting, 

I in thy love may all be lost: 
Before me thine example setting, 

May study how to please thee most. 
The earth can yield but poor enjoyment,— 
To do thy will be my employment, 

Thou highest good, my only one ! 
The more this world shall lose its power, 
The more my happy thoughts can tower, 

Admirlng what thy love has dgne. 

4 'T is not thy gifts, however many, 
But 't is thyself I chiefly prize. 
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If thou should fall to fumish any, 
Mj heartshall not in munnurs rlse. 

Thy kingdom boasts no joyous revel, — 

Instnict me, Lord, to suffer evil, 
And in my sorrows keep me true ! 

Rule thou in all my pow'rs and feelings, 

In all my thoughts, in all my deallngs, — 
Be all to me in all I do ! 

5 For me 't is ever best directed, 

When least my selfish wish suceeeds ; 
High things with turmoil are connected, 

God'b work a quiet temper needs. 
The meek — their lot with paticnce bearing, 
As leads thy Spirit, onward faring, — 

Teach how the will of God is done : 
O may my love to thee be single, 
And with no selfish feelings mingle ! 

Then I aright will have begun. 

6 But, holy Jesus, dare I cheiish 

The hope, that thou wilt own my love % 
Yes, Lord ! Thy grace leaves none to petish, 

Whose heart is drawn t(f things above. 
Pll trust the treasures of thy kindness, — 
Enlighten thou my spirit's blindness, 

That I earth's nothingness may see ; 
And, from its dark delusions turning, 
May guess, from radiant gleams of mofning, 

How bright the Sun itself must be. 

J. A. Flbia, d. 17T6w 
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45 OHBIST THE BELUfiVJfiB's POBHOIT« 

Jksus, my chief pleasnre, 
Comfort's richest treasure^ 

Portion of my soul ! 
Pow'r and Grace revealing, 
Sin's distemper healing, 

Thou wilt make me whole. 
Have I thee? — Tis wealth to me! 
Earth, without thee, all conceded, 

Lacks the thing I needed« 

2 Thou for me engaging, 
Storms are vainly raging, 

They can work no härm. 
Let the rocks be shaken, 
Earth with trembling taken, 

Nature show alarm, — 
Shall I fear ? Thoügh, far and near, 
All oonspiring would confound me, 

Still thy arms are round me. 

3 'Mid terrific wonders, 
Sinai speijf s in thunders ; — 

Jesus quells my dread. 
Death may o'er me hover, 
Grave in darkness cover, — 

Jesus meets my need. 
Judgment, too, I fearless view, 
He my judge to sight is ofier^d 

Who for me has 'suffer'd. 
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Yain eadi new endeavor 
By some smooth deceiver, 

Now, to shame my &ith : 
Scofife — ^let foes repeat them, — 
I with songs will meet them, 

Praising GoDtill death. 
Fm secure By Jesus' pow'r ; 
He of foes can rule the madneas, 

Crowning ßiith with gladness, 

" Gold — ^^Dove all things prize it ! 
*' Honor — idolize it ! " 

Say the worldly wise. 
These shall never blind m^ 
Nor apostate find me 

Whothe&ith denies. 
Grief nor loss, — Shame, death, the cross, 
No disasters that betide me, 

Shall from Christ divide me, 

Earth's delusive bubbles, 
Source of human troubles, 

Countless victims make. 
World ! — ^your bondage breaking. 
All your joys forsaking, 

Now my leave I take. 
Envy, Pride, All sin beside — 

From your chains will Christ deliver, 

Freeing me forever. 
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7 Cares and fears have vanishM, — 
All complaint is banish'd,— 

Jesus — ^He is mine ! 
Whoso here shall love him, 
Though dark trials prove him, 
Light OD him shall shine. 
Should distress My soul oppress, 
From my Savior still I borrow 
Joy in all my sorrow. 



46 * ONE THING NEEDFUL. 

Onk thing's needful : — this rieh treasure 

Show to me my gracious God ! 
Things beside that promise pleasure 
Prove at best a weary load, 
Beneath which the soul — always restless, oomplaining- 
Still longs for the good it is never attaining : 
O give me this one thing ! — 't is all I require, 
This One will be All, and fulfill my desire. 

2 Soul, this portion, — would thou gain it, 
Seek it not in worldly störe ! 
Raise thy flight, nor here restrain it, 
High above all nature soar, — 
To where God and manhood in Jesus ascended, 
"Whose fullness of grace with füll glory is blended, 
'T is there is thy best, indispensable part, 
The One, and the All, — the true bliss of the heart 
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3 Think, mj spirit, what employment 

Was to Mary's soul so sweet, 
Then while she, with such enjoyineut, 
..^^ Kept her place at Jesus' feet 

HeF heart with desire of the knowledge was burning, 
Which there from the lips of her Lord she was leaming ; 
With Jesus, and with his Instructions engross'd. 
Her all she receiv'd in the word she lov'd most 

4 So my soul, with strong desires to 

Learn her duty, Lord, from thee, 
Loves thy truth ; by this aspires to 
Pleasures that shall endiess be. 
Though others forearth anditsjoys may forsake thee, 
StiU, Jesus, my all now and ever I take thee ; 
For spirit and life are contain'd in thy word, 
There's nothing of good but is found in my Lord. 

5 Wiidom is in füll perfection 

Hid in thee. Its search to make, 
I would, choosing thy direction, 
^ Never from the limits break 

Where Piety, simple and meek, shall conduct me, 
And onward in things of thy kingdom instruct me, 
üntil I shall know Jesus Christ as he is ; — 
I then shall have won of true wisdom the prize. 

6 Who can give me hope of pardon 1 

Who for all my sins atone 1 
Who of guilt remove the bürden 1 
Jesus, thoUf — thy grace alone. 
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For me, on the cross were thj injuries «iffior'd, 
A righteousnesa perfect by thee now is profl^^d, 
And robes of salvation, by &ith to be mine, 
With which I in glory forever may shine. 

7 By thy own, O mould my spirit ! 

There thy sacred form iiB{»ress ! 
Thy refusal — can 1 fear it ? 
Thou art made my holiness. 
Whatever promotes love to God, er right living, 
Thai, giving thyself to me, Lord, thou art giving» 
From evil affections deliver my heart, 
Within me abide, and thy virtues impart ! 

8 Nothmg more by me is needed, — 

Grace has reach'd me with its flood ; * 
In the holtest thou hast pleaded, 
Thither ent'ring by thy blood ; — 
And there hast procur'd me a perfect redemption^ 
From Satan's foul tyranny endless exemption, 
With freedom, a spirit too giving, that I 
In praying to God — ^ Abba Father l " may cry. 

9 Fields — where verdure, ever growing, 

Yields the pasture of my choice ; 
Where is peace, with joys o'erflowing,— • 
Thither calls my Shepherd's voice. 
No blessing on earth can be found that is dearer, 
No pleasure to glory can bring the soul nearcFi 
Than when rule thy graces, blest Jesus, m nie, 
And I in thyself my Redeemer can sea 
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10 Jesus, onlj stand thoa by me ! 

In thy strength my safetj lies : 

Seardi my spirit, Lord, and try me ! 

Free my heart from all disguise ! 

Withhold me from paths that to min are hasting, 

And lead me, Most High, in the way everlasting, 

TiU, dying, from earth and its cares I retire, 

Wiih Jena to live^ — the One thing I desire. 

J. H. BcBaomi, d. 17ML 



47 * '^^^^ CHIEF OOOD. 

" WiTHnr me, Lord, thou hast implanted 
The streng desire of lasting good, 
A blessing never to be granted 
While flesh continues my abode ; 
My search and wishes may remain, 
But earthly hopes are all in viun. 

2 An evil heart my spirit blinding, 

I onward grope in darkness here;— - 
Forever seeking, never Unding 
Belief from doubt and gloomy fear. 
In thee alone is rest from oare, 
O teadi my soul to seek it there ! 

8 From yanities of time deliver, 
And set my prison'd spirit free ! 
Let hopes, that soon must &il forever, 
Make room for what shall eodless be,- 
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That I, with present quiet bleas^d, 
May reach at last eternal rest 

4 Give thy dear Son to stand beside me ! 
None eise can needed grace supply; — 
That by bis counsel be may guide me, 
And I for peace on bim rely. 
Then bis rederaption will be mine, 
While I to bim my all resign. 

6 Tis only tbus, I bope for pleasure! 

Sbould eartb ber choicest Stores reveal, 
Fame, riches — tbese, wbate'er tbeir measure, 
My soul's desire could never filL 
Wbat most the sons of eartb applaud 
Can never please a cblld of God: 

6 Could I secure man's approbation. 

And win bis envied praises now, 
Atdeath, 'twould yield no consolation, 
In li/e, 't were but an empty sbow. 
Far better bere my time to spend 
For gaining an eternal friend. 

7 It is tbe beight of my aspiring — 

To be well-pleasing, Lord, to thee, 
From search of buman praise retiring, 

Wbich, found, would bide tby fece from me ; 
But, if thy favor I secure, 
Tis glory now and evermore. 
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8 For comfort — what can wealth avail me, 

When I am calPd the world to leave 1 
Had I all earthly good — 'twould fail me, — 
It flattere only to deceive : 
Then, only this a good will prove — 
Tb have aporlion in thy lave, 

9 Of joy—should all on earth fbreake me, — 

My GoD is left, — the best, the whole : 
When death, Lord Jesus, shall o'ertake me, 
Sustain in peaoe my parting soul, 
While I shall hear, by thee address'd,— r 
** Oome^ noWf and beforever blest ! " 

LU.FBO]iMAnr,lTtf. 



48 VANITY OP SABTH. 

Eabth's boasted joys and splendor 
No real good can render, 

However feir they seem : 
What now may most delight us, . 
With eager hopes excite us, — 
We soon shall find an idle dream. 

2 Men toll with ceaseless trouble — 
For what % — Some airy bubble 

That can no profit give. 
What's life 1 — A flick'ring taper, 
Emitting deadly vapor : — 
Where flatt'ring most 't will most deoeive. 
7 
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3 The &me which here we oovet| 
As if 't were endless, love it, — 

Is all an empty breath ; 
ScK)U as we yield our spirit, 
We neyer more shall hear it^ 
'T will sink, with us, forgot in death. 

4 'Twere vain, on skill or scienoe 
To set our fond reliance — 

They cannot death abide. 
Whose pride more room would borrow, 
And finds this world txx) narrow — 
They'U find a narrow grave too wide« 

5 Our gains must be forsaken — 
For which such pains are taken, 

And toil — that rest denies : 
Success in our endeavors . ' 
Gan wm from death no favors, 
And when we die, to us it dies. 

6 E'en as a rose at morning, 
Its parent-stock adoming, 

Expands beneath the light ; 
But, ere the day is ended, 
Or light with darkness blended, 
Its bloom is Struck by with'ring blight : 

7 So we on earth are blooming, 
In hope, to greatness coming, 

From care and sorrow free ; 
But ere we have attain^d it, — 
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Or ill öiir bloom — ^have gain'd it,— 
Tbe blast of Death sweeps us awaj. 

8 Awake, my soul ! — remind thee ! 
Of life that's here assign'd thee, 

WhaCs now, alone is thine. 
The past — 't is as the river 
Whose waves roll onward ever, — 
The future—Who can say " 'Tis mine ! ^ f 

9 Of man reject the story 

That vaunts bis power and glory. 

And trust in God alone ! 
HU pow'r — o'er all 't is reigning, 
His time — 't is never waning,— 
Of glory He awards the crown. 

10 And those in God conüding 
For joys with Him abiding — 

Though here they soon may die, 
Shall there live on forever — 
In His unbounded favor, — 
They're blest whose portion is on high ! 

A. Gbtpuüs, d. 1664. 



49 VANITY DP THB WOEU). 

Why vex thyself with anxious fears, 
My soul, or weary thee with cares 

About mere earthly good 1 
Confide thyself to God alone, 
Tbe earth and skies are all his owil 
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2 His pow'r and will can never fiul 

To meet thy wants. He knows them well. 

He all thy bürden knows : 
He is thy Father, and thy God, 
Will comfort thee on all thy road.— 

8 My GroD and Father! — ^Yes, thou art^ 
And well I know thy tender heart 

Will ne'erthy child forget 
Besides thysel^ I here below 
Nor hope, nor oonsolation know. 

4 Let others on their riches rest : 

I build on Gk>p ; in him am blest. 

In poverty am rieh. 
He is my wealth, I need no more ; 
Who trusts in Him is never poor. 

5 Thy riches, Lord, forever last, 
To-day as in all ages past : 

In thee I may confide. 
Thy Stores of grace in me display ! 
For other wealth I cannot pray. 

6 All woridly pomp I well can spare, 
If I may endless honors share 

By thee for sinners bought, 
Dear Savior, with thy precious blood : 
For these Fll pray, my Lord and God. 

7 Whate'er it be earth valües most^ 
Gold, silver, jewels— or may boast 
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Of pleasure,-— or of pow'r, — 
All these wül quickly pass awaj, 
Nor help to meet the judgment-day. 

8 I thank thee, Gtod's beloved Son, 

Who, from thy great and glorious thronei 
*• To me thy truth hast giv'n : 
And by the truth do thou prepare 
My soul thy glory, too, to share ! 

9 Love, honor, praise to thee be brought, 
For that salvation thou hast taught t 

My faith, dear Lord, confinn ! 
That I, in realms of endless light, 
May ever live before thy sight. 

HAKB&iflni, d.lB74 



50 GHBISTIAN's ESTIMATB of THB WOBLD, 

Can I this World esteem, 
Or here repose my treasure, 

When I alone in thee, 
Dear Jesus, find my pleasure 1 
Thou art my chosen good, 
Without thee, joy's a dream ; 
With thee, I need no more — 
Can I this world esteem 1 

2 This world is like the smoke 
In air fiill quickly failing ; 
T is like the shadow vain 
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Of olouds &st onward sailiog : 
All, all soon flits away, — 
But Christ abides the same ; 
He's my enduring Rock, — 
Can I this worid esteem ? 

3 The World their honors seek, " 
To earthly great-ones bending ; 

Nor will at all reflect 
That these to dust are tending : 
To Hirn who ever lives, 
Whom I my glory deem, 
To Christ — they scom to bow ;- 
Can I the world esteem ? 

4 The World for riches strive, 
Their toil no respite suffers : 

The best re ward they hope 
Is treasure in their coffers : 
I know a higher good, 
A treasure that*s supreme ; 
T is Jesus, — He is mine ;— 
Can I the world esteem 1 

5 The world much trouble feel, 
Whoever may deride them ; 

Or when the praise they wish 
By others is denied them : 
But if it please my Lord, 
For him I'll suffer shame, 



HnOffB FROX THE QEBMÄS. 10t 

In this my glory find ; 
Can I the world esteem 1 

6 The World to darling lusts 
Admit no curb or measure, 

For seeking joys on high 
They have no heart or leisure ; 

The wretch who scoras restraint 

Will meet his friends with them ; 

While then I love my God, 

Can I the world esteena ? 

. 7 CSan I this world esteem 1 
How soon its honors vanish ! 

These cannot firom the brow 
Death's pallid tokens banish : 
Its riches — they are dust ! 
Its joys — a lying name ! 
But Christ — eternal bliss ! 
Can I this world esteem 1 

8 Can I this world esteem 1 
Qirist is my life forever, 

My wealth, all my estate : 
I rest upon His favor 

My portion here, — above, 

My ev'ry hope and aim ; — 

Once more, then, I would say— 

Can I this world esteem ? 

O. TA, PrarasKOUi. 



IM Hnora FBOM the qebmajs. 

61 VANTTT OP EABTHLY PUBSUITS. 

Bewarb, O man, lest endless life * 
From all thy thoughts be driven, 

And, when Death calls thee to the strife^ 
Thenfirst thou think of heaven! 

2 Are riches, honors, worldly show, 

For heav'n the soul's adorning ; 
That thou, pursuing these, should know 
Small quiet — eve or morning ? 

3 To US the scriptures plainly say — 

This globe itself shall perish : 
As if they would forever stay, 
Shall we its hauhles oherish % 

4 Art thou not daily made aware 

Of some by Death o'ertaken 1 
Füll poor they pass thee on their hier, 
By all their wealth forsaken. 

5 What has the earth with thee to send ? 

Or, How can it enrich thee 1 
Its pomp, its wealth, its pleasures end — 
So Death, ere long, will teach thee. 

6 All real good is found above, — 

'T is worth thy füll endeavor ; 
It well deserves thy constant love, 
Its bliss endures forever. 
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7 Who can describe the boundless störe 

That there awaits the pious 1 
What öould we want, that Jesus' pow'r 
And love cannot supply us? 

8 Nor e je has seen, nor ear has heard, 

Man's heart it never enter'd, 
What things God has for them prepar'd 
Whose love on him is centred. 

9 How long must I here grope in night? 

Could I his pinions borrow, 
Swift as the eagle in his flight, 
l'd leave this world of sorrow. 

10 Come, take me, Jesus, — thither bring 
Where angels bow before thee ! 
Take me where saints with angels sing, 
That I may there adore thee ! 

Bdcok Dxos, d. IfiOA. 



)2 JESUS AND THB WOBLD. 

O TBLL me not of glitt'ring treasure, 
Of pomp and splendor here below ; 

The earth to me can yield no pleasure, 
With all its pomp and glitt'ring show. 

Let others love whate'er they will, 

Mj heart prefers my Savior still. 
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2 In him alone is joj abiding, — 

He is my hope, my chief desire : 
Upon bis Word my soul confiding, 

To endless pleasures would aspire. 
Let others love whate'er they will, 
My heart prefers my Savior still, 

3 The World — its joys are scarcely tasted, 

The flesh — its beauty cannot last, 
For time will these have quickly wasted ; 

The pride of man will soon be past 
Let others love whate'er they will, 
My heart prefers my Savior still. 

4 His pow'r, against all foes prevailing, 

Shall in its strength forever stay ; 
His throne, in glory never failing, 

Shall stand when time has pass'd away 
Let others love whate'er they will, 
My heart prefers my Savior still. 

5 His wealth is always outward going, — 

Its souree no stinted measure knows, 
While other Springs withhold their Bowing, 

This fountain with füll waters flows, 
Let others love whate'er they will, ^ 

My heart prefers my Savior still. 

6 In him I trust, nor will he leave me 

When Earth's delusive favors end ; 
But then, — ^nor like the earth deeeive me, — 
Abide my portion — ^and my friend. 
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Let oüiers love whate'er they will, 
Mj heart prefers my Savior still. 

7 Thoügh ;nany cares may here oppress me, 
While I a pilgrim seek my home; 

Yel He has said all good shall bless me, 
When to his glory I shall oome. 

Content, 111 sufler now hls will, 

Eelying on his promise still. 

J. AiraxLUi, d. 167T. 



* THK WORLD BENOUNCED. 

Vain World, forbear thy pleading ! 

I bid thee now — ^adieu ! 
Thy course, to ruin leading, 

No longer I pursue. 
In heav*n is bliss forever, — 

My wishes thither go ; 
There God will crown with fiivor 

Who love him here below. 

2 With counsel now supply me, 

Dear Savior, lest 1 stray ; 
If sorrows here must try me, 

On thee my courage stay ! 
From pangs protracted, spare me. 

And soothe my throbbing heart ! 
By sight of bliss prepare me, 

Then bid in peace depart ! 
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8 V danger doud my 9pin% 

Let thy dear cross but ahine, 
I will DO longer fear it^ 

But ev'rj care reeign : 
Nor will I shrink to saSBät^ 

If theD my fiuth may see 
The victim thou didst oflier, 

In dying, Lord, for me, 

4 My soul is feeble, — ^lude it 

From all that would annoy I 
Through vales of darkness, guide it 

To realms of light and joy ! 
His way is safe from error, 

Who leams from Thee the road ; 
His soul need feel no terror, 

Whose refuge is in God. 

5 Show me my name reoorded 

Within thy book of life, 
My lot by gi-ace awarded 

With Victors in the strife ! 
Tlieir joy s in song are flowing — 

And, when 1 rise above, 

My heart with transport glowing, 

I, too, will sing thy love. 

y. HwBBiwwi, in the plague 1C1& 
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THB WISDOK OF THB JÜST. 

Hbbx many wise and prudent grow, 
A name for knowledge gaining, 

And much of understanding show 
In things to earth pertaining : 

Bat he, whom Qirist has taught, will clioose 

A wisdom tbat the world refuse — 
27ie wisdom of the righteous. 

2 In 6oD alone, for needed grace, 

He plaoes his relianoe ; 
To fiuth his heart accords its place, 

And yields a glad compliance ; 
His Savior's word and life he knows, 
And then, by words and living shows — 

Tlie wisdom of the righteoas» 

8 Let all the wisdom earth has taught 

Together be united, — 
Gan it avail to deanse the spot 

By which the soul is blighted 1 
Ulis work of pow'r is only done 
Through feith in Gtod's beloved Son — 

I7ie wisdom of the righteous. 

4 Man's wisdom — Will it fear allay 
When Death shall o'er him hoverl 
Or, Can it teil how near the day 

When dust his dust shall cover 1 
Here darkness fills the wise with grief, 
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One thing alone can work relief — 
The wisdom of the righteous. 

5 The worldly wise would gladly waive 

All thoughts of Death, and dying ; — 
Their wisdom, bounded by the grave, 

No hope beyond supplying. 
The gospel, gleaming through the night, 
Brings immortälity to light — 

The wisdom of the righteous, 

6 Dear Savior, make rae good and wise I 

Thy mercy spread around me ! 
The World and flesh against me rise, 

With errors would oonfound me : 
O keep me safely in the road 
That leads to glory and to God, — 

Then, crown me with the righteous ! 



55 PBAISE TO CHRIST. 

LovB, honor, thanks, to thee we raise, 
For, Jesus, thou art worthy ; 

But worthy tribute to thy praise, 

Who, Lord, can bring before thee ! 

Ere light arose, thy glory shone, 

Thyself God's equal, only Son, 
The glory of the Highest 

Thine is the kingdom, — thine the pow'r, 
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O'er all thou rulest evermore, — 
To all, thou all suppliest 

2 Tliey*re thine — for By whose sov'reign mi^t 

Oeation — ^has it standiDg 1 
WheD man and angels burst to light, 

Who spoke — ^ live ye ! " — oommanding 1 
Tbou art the Word — unchang'd the aam^— 
By which the world to being came, — 

All that has life and motion ; 
What'er we see, what live» unseen, 
Wfaate'er the earth and sky oontain, 

What shelters in the ocean. 

8 And yet to us how strangely good I 

For our sakes hither Coming, 
And to thyself our fiesh and blood, 

With ready will, assuming ; 
What shame and grief to thee it cost 
To aeek and rescue what was lost, 

The curse for us enduring ! 
A love like thine, none shows beside, 
For sins our own, thyself hast died, 

Thus life for us procuring. 

4 Tbou gavest life, — ^thou givest still, 

On high in glory seated ; 
Thou savest us from Satan's will, 

With all our sins remitted, — 
While thy delight from bonds to free 
And cheer the heart that trusts m thee, 
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Excites our joy and wonder. 
Of weary soids thou art the rest, 
And tbem, who with thy love are blcst, 

Naughii from thy love can sunder. 

5 Thou hearest when thy people pray, 

And stillest their complaining; 
Till earth and sky shall pass away, 

Thy care for them retaining. 
We are thy chosen heritage, 
Let endless thanks our hearts engage, 

For thy distinguish'd fevor : — 
To thee, O Lord, my all I give, 
Grant that I here for thee may live, 

Then live with thee forever ! 

P. F. HiLLO, d. 17«. 



66 I'OVE TO CHBIST. 

I LOVK thee, Lord, with love sinceroi 
And pray thee ever to be near, 

Thy needed grace bestowing ; 
" The universe, I prize it not, — 
Things here — ^above — alike foi^t, — 

While thou thy love art showing. 
And when with griefe I am oppress'd, 
To thee alone I look for rest : — 
Nor let it, Savior, e'er be seid 
Thy blood for me was vainly shed. 
Lord Jesus Christ, 
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I love thy narae, My love inflame ! 
And never tum mj hope to shame ! 

Who was it, but thyself, who gave 
Mj.body, soul — all that I have, 

And life — mj term of trial ? 
For doing good I grace implore, • 

That all I have may praise thee more, — 

Nor wilt thou give denial. 
O save me, Lord, from error's path, 
From Satan's wiles, frora Satan's wrath : 
My heart with courage too prepare, 
That ev'ry cross 1 well may bear. 

Lord Jesus Christ, 
My King oü high, At death be nigh, 
And teach thy servant how to die. 

\ May waiting angels, when in death, 
Sustain'd by thee, I yield my breath, 

Convey my soul to heaven ! 
My body sleep— no more to break 
Its rest, tili — all the dead to wake, — 

Th' archangel's shout is given. 
Then, from the dust with joy Pll rise, 
To hau thee ooming from the skies, 
On douds of majesty enthron'd, 
And with eternal glory crown'd. 

Lord Jesus Christ, 
My song of praise To thee TU raise, 
Nor cease to sing through endless days. 

Mabtin BOHAixnre^ d. lfl06L 
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57 LOTE TO CHBIST TESTBD. 

All with Jesus are delighted, 

While he speaks of joys to come, 

Thinking that to them is plighted 
After death a happy home : 

Bot " The cross" — ^when he declares it— 

^ None, but he who takes and bears it, 
" Can my true disciple be : " — 
Few — how few ! — ^to this agree. 

3 All are pleas'd when — " Come ye weary ! " 
They can hear the Savior say : 
But 't is language harsh and dreary — 

" Enter ye the narrow way ! " 
While " Hosanna ! " men are einging, 
All can love ; — ^but when is ringing— 
" Crucify him ! " — at the sound, 
Nothing more of love is found. 

3 While bis hands are food supplying, 

All with joy bis bounty take ; 
When in anguish he is lying, 

None for bis protection wake. 
Thus may Jesus have cur praises, 
While our hopes and joys he raises ; 

But should he bis favor hide, 

Love to him would not abide. 

4 Is thy joy in Christ arising 

Erom thy love to him alone ? 
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In his scnrows sjmpathizing, 

Ganst thon make his grieh thj own 1 
Should he oease with hope to bless thee, — 
Should dark fears and doubts distress thee,— 
Still confiding, oouldst thou say — 
" Jesus, thou art all my stay ! " ? 

5 In thjsel^ Lord, thou art worthy. 

All our love is but thy due : - 
Saints and angels cry before thee— 

** Thou art holy, just, and true ! " 
Whoso, in thy bright perfections, 
Finds fbr him thy best attractions, 

Has, in loving theo, a part 

That shall satisfy the heart. 

6 What thy love and mercy offer, 

Loving thee would I obtain ; 
And, if call'd for thee to suffer, 

It will be my endless gain. 
Here my soul, in all its sorrows, 
Peace from thee, and com fort borrows ; 

And if joys from earth reraove, 
• T is to flourish more above. 



CONFIDENCE IN CHBIST. 

Lord Jesus Christ^ my spirit's health, 
My highest good, my only wealth, 
Whatever shall betide me, — 
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My heart's delight thou'lt ever be, 
No joy or sorrow shall from thee 
And from thy love divide me. 
Thou makest me to know thy way, 
Thy hand of mercy is my stay, 
It guides my course in all its length, 
In all my weakness gives me strength. 

Lord Jesus Christ, 
Be thou my light Through nature^s nighf^ 
And never hide thee from my sight ! 

2 My portion, goveni'd by thy will^ 
Reveals thy sovereign mercy still, 

And to my good is tending ; 
It oft my wish may strangely cross, 
But soon 1 see what seein'd a loss, 

In gain as strangely ending. 
With weary steps, by dreary road, 
I yet may reach thy bright abode ; 
There, with the saints in endless bliss, 
To wear the crown of righteousness. 

Thou, Jesus Christ, 
Art my desire, All I require, — 
My wärmest hopes to thee aspire. 

3 On thee alone I rest my all, — 
With thee, for nothing elsö I call 

When evils here oppress me : 
Nay ! — what were heav'n aside from thee ? 
T would be a thankless gift to me, 

Unless my Savior bless me. 
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What then has earth, without thy love, 
Tliat oould my soul's afFections move ? 
Hiroughout the universe, beside, 
Ibere's none in whom I can confide. 

Lord Jesus Christ, 
My life and pcace ! My faith increase— 
That love and joy may never cease. 

4 And were it so, that I beneath 
Shame, torture, agony and death, 

Must, soul and body, perish : — 
Should pains and fears still onward swell, 
TOI all around me were a Hell, — 

My fiiith I yet would cherish. 
But thou wilt be my spirit's health, 
My cfaosen good, my only wealth : — 
And I too shall — must ever be, 
. Both soul and body, blest in thee. 

Lord Jesus Christ, 
Thy Word I take, And those who make 
Their trust in thee, thou'lt ne'er forsake. 

5 Who will thy gospel not receive, 
Nor, with the heart, in thee believe, — 

He must to woe be driven : 
Who for the world's vain pleasures lives, 
To these his heart and Service gives, 

Is all unfit for heaven : 
And he, on lusts of flesh intent, 
Who will not for his sins repent, 
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Nor here on thee for inercy wait, 
Must cry for mercy when too late. 

Lord Jesus Qirist, 
For me appear! Why should I fear? 
To faith thou art forever near. 

6 I now would bind myself to thee : 
Thou, too, hast bound thyself to me, 

And hence my joy I borrow : 
My confidence on thee is fiist, 
My Rock, that firm will ever last 

In joy and, too, in sorrow ; 
What thou hast done, thy deeds of graoe, 
Shall fiU my haart and mouth with praise, 
Till I shall rise to thee above, 
And See thee whom unseen I love. 

Lord Jesus Christ, 
Haste on the day, Nor longer stay • 
Corae quickly ! Why so long delay ! 

£. Nbitmxibtbb, 4 ITSflL 



59 CHRIST THE GOOD SHEPHEBD. 

GooD Shepherd and tender, 

Thy flock's great defender, 
Thy wide-scatter'd flock are now longing for thee. 

'Mid dangers they're straying, 

False guides are betraying, — 
Bestore then thy presence, and troubles sbaü flee« 
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O oorae, spread thy cover, 

While Btorms o'er them hover, 
Lud days are all gloomy with terror and pam : 

Id green pastures feed them, 

Bj still waters lead them, 
nd make them rejoice in thy favor again. 

Thy grace once were sharing 

The simple, way-faring ; 
he languishing soul with thy mercy was blcst : 

Where hope was now failing, 

Thy glad voice was hailing — 
Come near, heavy -laden, and I'U give you rest ! " 

Thy church, in their dangers, 

Wilt thou leave to strangers ] 
heir hopes and their safety on thee must depend : 

The Word thou hast spoken 

Can never be broken — 
Behold I am with you until the world's end ! " 



♦tHB CHUECH in AFFLICnON. 

On US, O LoED, in mercy look ! 

To pity now awaken ! 
How few and faint thy scatter'd flock, 

The pious are forsaken. 
Thy Word araong the sons of men 
Can little faith or notice gain, — 

They choose the paths of error. 



PMOmlS. 
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3 By ev'ry false, dcceptive art 

They strive to ove^reach ua, — 
They loathe that Single, honest heart 

The word of God would teach ua : 
While one in this way, one in that, 
But all alike our min plot, 

And all with fidr disguises. 

8 To them the plagues of God are nigh— • 
We warn them of perdidon ;— 

All danger proudly they defy — 
" We scom your admonition. 

" The might and right are all our own ; 

" What pleases us, that shall be done, — 
" Who shall control our pleasure 1 ** 

4 Thus saith the Lord — ^ I will arise, 

" My people much have suflfer'd ; 
** Before me corae their frequent sigfaa, 

" And pray'rs in anguish offery : 
" My word shall still its service do, 
" Their fiiith revive, their hope renew, 

" Their joy and peaoe restoring." 

5 As silver, oft in fiimace tried, 

Its value but enhanoes, 
So they, who in God's word abide, 

In grace shall make advanoes. 
Affliction will their dross remove, 
Will search and purify their love,— 

Their light shall glow the brighter. 
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6 From evil may our trials cleanse ! 

Still keep thy truth before us ! 
Nor sufifer them who boast their sins 

To get dominion o'er us ! 
When foes of God the nde obtain, 
What shall the godless crowd restrain ? 

Protect, O Lord, thy people! 



♦tele CHUBCH SAFE. 

Bb not dishearten'd, little flock, 
Although thy foes may proudly talk, 

And threaten to destroy thee ; 
May seek and hope thine utter fall, 
With terror would thy heart appal, — 

They shall not long annoy thee. 

2 Fear not ! Thine is the cause of God,- 
Tis He of vengeance wields the rod,— 

Leaye all to his direction ! 
Con6de in Jesus, his dear Son, 
Deliverance shall by God be shown, 

His Word, too, find protection. 

8 As God, or truth itself is true. 
All, who the works of Satan do, — 

Who sin and falsehood favor, 
Must sink in everlasting shame : 
But GoD is ours ! and in his name 

We'll vict'ry shout forever. 
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4 In oourage strong, thou litüe band, 
Of GoD and truth the foes withstand ! 

Thy triumph — He has told it. 
Believe his word ! — iheir purpose cross'd, 
Himself will rout their frighted host ; — 

Hüne eyes, too, shall behold it 

5 Amen ! Lord Jesus, we believe : 
Help US the proofs of fiiith to give, 

Thy vict'ry — to foresee it! 
That we, thy little flock, may raise 
To GoD triumphant shouts of praise, 

And joyful cry— " So be it ! " 

The flnt fhree stanzas «re asoribed to Gübiayüb Ajföufomt Unf of 
Swetei : the rest ia firom an unknown band. 



62 CJHBIST'S PEESENCK HIS PEOPLä'S JOY. 

Jesus, our Lord, when thou art near, 
The soul enjoys a sacred peace ; 

Thy gracious look ealms every fear, 

And thrills our mortal frame with bliss 
And gratitude. 

2 Not that we see thy smiling face 

And outward mien, with nat'ral eye, 
But still our souls thy beauty trace ;— 
For thou canst bring thy glories nigb, 
Thy form unseen. 
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8 In showing mercy, truth, and love, 
Thy readiness to pardon sin ; — 
To cleanse, to bless, to lift above 
And, as a friend, our hearts to win, 
Thou art reveal'd. 

[4 When round us earthly prospects smile, 

And pleasures their temptation spread,— 
Be near ! — ^lest these to sin beguile, 
Show US the path where thou hast led 
To better joys.] 

5 When sorrows rise, our souls relieve 

With mem'ry of thy vict'ry won ; 
Thiß shall our drooping hopes revive, 
And thus thy presence, with us shown, 
Be Seen by all. 

6 Be ever near us, gracious Lord, 

To all our trials suit thy care : 
And happy in thy kind regard, 

By fiuth and love would we prepare 
Near thee to shine. 

a OsMOB, d. 1801. 



63 THB JOY OF GOD'S PEESBNCE. 

Wht is my heart so far from thee, 
Thou only source of pleasure ; 

While fear, and toil, and grief to me 
From care permit no leisure 1 



IM BTIEHS FBOM THB OKKKUT. 

O leave me not in hopeless night^ 
Nor bide me, Father, from thy dght 
Where spirits are rejoicing. 

3 Thick darkness here is spread around, — 

Änd must I struggle ever 
For light and peace, — ^yet all be found 

A fruiüess, sad endeayor 1 
With sin the never-oeasing strife, 
The burdens of this mortal li^ 

To dust my soul are sinkii^ 

3 Too weak am I, by strength of mine^ 

Where dwell thy joys, to tower ; 
Too weak, where hosts of darkness joiii, 

To quell their prince's power. 
Within, around, I trouble see, — 
Where look for help ? — O GrOD, on thee 

Alone is my reliance, 

4 With humble fiiith upon thy word, 

My all in all I take thee ; 
Be thou my Rock, my shield and sword ! 

I never will fbrsake thee : 
Though sin my soul has oft defil'd, 
Through Jesus, I am yet thy child, 

And Thou, my gracious fether. 

5 The vict'ry thou wilt guide : — ^'t is well f 

The strife TU dread no longcr : 
Of fears — ^no more would dare to tdl, 
The weak shail prove the stronger. 
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Tbou wilt to me thy presence grant, 

And, with thy smile, I nothing want 

For earth, or yet for heaven. 

6. B. Fmnc, d. 1814 



BxMSMBiBR Jesus, God's dear Son, 
My soul, — ^'t was thy salvation, ' 

That brought him from his glory down 
To live in humble Station. 

Folget him not! — 'twas for thy good 

He took upon him flesh and blood, — 
O thank him for this mercy ! 

Bemember Jesus, God's dear Son ; 

For thee his griefs were suffer'd ; 
His deäth has thy deliv'rance won, 

And life to thee is offer'd ; 
The agonies by him endur'd 
Eternal joys for thee procur'd, — 

O thank him for this mercy ! 

► Bemember Jesus, God's dear Son ; 

He, from the dead awaking, 
Li pow'r at God's right hand is shown, 

Death's gloomy bondage breaking ; 
From sin and death he sets thee free, — 
In serving him is liberty ; — 

O thank him for this mercy ! 



r 
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4 Bemember Jesus, Qod^b dear Son ; 

The csrown of vict'ry wearing, 
Back to his glory he has gone, 

A place for thee preparing : 
That thou, in glory too, may see 
His honors and his majesty — 

O thank him for this mercy ! 

5 Bemember Jesus, God's dear Son ; 

'Tis* he OUT doora will render ; 
When saints with favor he will crown, 

With wrath, the bold offender : 
Be eamest now to gain the prize, 
That thou with him above may rise, 

To thank his grace forever. 

6 O grant me, Jesus, God^s dear Son, 

That, in thy love abiding, 
I ne'er forget what thou hast dcme, 

But, in thy strength conüding, 
May, through thy death, be dead to sin 2 
And, through thy life, the vict'ry win, 

To reign in life etemal ! 

0. GraroKB, d. ITtl 



65 VICrrOBT THROUGH JESUS. 

Jesus, help conquer ! Thou Prinoe everliving, 
See me oppress'd under sorrows and fear» ! 
Weak is niy arm, and my heart is misgivingy 



Hnon KBcnc ihb oxehak; IST 

Frightfid tbe foroe that agmmt me appean : 
Savior, stand by me ! — ^without thine assbtaDoe, 
E3[ow oan I hope for auooess in resistance ! 

^S'eavu^ belp oonquer ! My lusts — O subdue them !' 

Nor in my flesb leave tbem longer to reign ! 
AVorks of the Spirit — ^I now would pursue tbem,— 
Upward my course to thy glory maintain. 
Strengtben the will, and sncceed my endeavor, 
Body and soul sball rejolce in thy favor. 

^ Jesus, belp conquer ! — I still must bewail me, 
While my ofK^nses keep ever in view. 
Help, wben tbe past and its follies assail me, 

Consciwoe tbe mem'ry of these would renew : 
Grive me to taste of the joys of thy pardon, 
Tken sball my soul of its guilt lose the bürden. 

l Jesus, belp conquer ! Yain eise all emprises 

'G^nst tbe arch-foe witb bis cunning and might, 
None but thyself can detect bis disguises,— 

Satan seems oflen an angel of light. 
Seeking my life — such his art to deceive me— 
All would be lost, if alone thou should leave me. 

^ Jesus, belp eonquer ! When sin that's indwelling, 
Selfisbness, envy, or pride I discem ; 

When I my slavery to passions am feeling, 
When, with my min, my weakness I leam, 

Longer compliance — O help rae deny it ! 

Sin, with its strengtb, by thy cross crucify it ! 
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6 Jesus, help conquer ! — ^nor yield me to teiror,— 

Infidel science exults in its lore, — 
Truth, by wrong cjolors, confounding with error ; 

Show to me now thy own wisdom the more ! 
Qierish my &ith in thy word, and its merits ! 
Teacfa me to judge, by first trying the spirits ! 

7 Jesus, help conquer ! While watchful Fm prayin^, 

Shepherd from sleep and from slumbering free^ 
Uly iatercession my courage be staying ! 

Hast thou not promis'd to make it fbr me 1 
When töo, at night, by fetigue Fm o'ertak^ 
Lord with thy presence my spirits awaken ! 

8 Jesus, help conquer ! — When, other hopes waning, 

Press'd with my wants, I my nothingness find, 
Strength scarcely left me for pray'r, or oomplaining, 

Lonely I stray like the poor timid hind, — 
Then let on thee my reliance be single ! 
Sighs can prevail, if thyself with them mingle. 

9 Jesus, help conquer ! Be thou my defender ! 

Give me the victory over my foes ! 
Honors forever to thee will I render, 

Thou art the champion none can oppose. 
High shall thy name with glad praises be sounded, 
Where thou art showing thy graoe so unboonded. 

10 Jesus, help conquer ! — that we, too, victbrious, 
Worthily guests to thy supper may come, 
Then to behold thee in victory glorious, 

There 'mong thy jubilant host finding room ; 
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Wlule all thy fbes are cast out and despairing, 

We sfaall be there, crowns of righteousness wearing. 

J. H. ScHEOCDXB, d. 1728i. 



* GBATITUDE TO CHBIST. 

Thk Lord, to whom I pleaded, 
Has sent me what I needed, 
His constant grace I own. 
My strength all help denied me, 
But Jesus all supplied me ; 
His arm 111 trust, and his alone. 

2 Of myescapesfrom dangers, 
Mid fi^ends, or foes, or strangers, 

Would I the number teil, — 
My heart, with love o'erflowing, 
Its fiuth to rapture growing, 
Proclaims "The Lord doth all things well ! " 

3 My glad and thankful spirit 
Can never reach thy merit, 

Thou holy One and true ! 
But praises and thanksgiving, 
As long as I am living, 
Shall crown thy name with honors new, 

4 Be thine my ev'ry treasure, 
Without all Stint or measure, — 
. I oaught withhold from thee : 
Or .aught, if I would spar« it, 

9 
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From me in mercy tear it, — 
Thyself be all in all to me ! 

5 On thee my wishes centre, — 
Forbid that seif should enter T 

I would in thee be lost : 
Eor thou of all art worthy, — 
O may I live before thee, 
And in thy love forever trust ! 

6 In kindness, do thou teach me 
How best thy srailes may reach me, 

Thou Prince of matchless grace ! 
Then, with thy smiles to nerve me, 
While soul and body serve me, 
Fll task theni both to show thy praise. 

7 My pledges — I repeat them, — 
O make me true to meet them, 

While tinie for me shall last ! 
From ev'ry ill withhold me, 
And by thy spirit mould me 
For life with thee, when Time is past ! 

J. L. JosGSNS, (Missionsry to W. Indks,) d. 188T. 



67 PBAYKR. 

Who, Lord, has any good whatever, 
That does not from thyself prooeed ? 

Of all good gifls thou art the giver, 
Supreme in counsel and in deed. 
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In all oor wants, with humble pray'r, 
Thou biddest us to thee repair, 

2 Obeying, I would now implore thee, 

And, while my many sins I own, 
I oourage take to come before thee, 
Since for me intercedes thy Son, 
On Him alone my hopes I place, 
While 1 invoke thy needed grace. 

3 Grant then to me, as thou approvest. 

All that befits a child of thine : 
None loves me, Father, as thou lovest, 

None eise can raeet such wants asmine: 
From sin, from slavish fear release. 
And bless my soul with holy peace. 

4 Grant me a faith shall never fall me, 

One that shall always work by love ; 
To rob of this should foes assail me, 
May it in me new courage move, 
More boldly for the truth to strive. 
And more by faith on thee to live. 

5 Give me a conscience unoffending, 

And prompting only what is right, 
A heart, to duty's call attending, 
As ever open to thy sight : 
And when I err, so chasten me, 
That I a father's love may see. 
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6 A heart that, in mj days of gladnesa^ 

May never from thy fear dedine; 
A heart that, under douds of sadneaa, 
May still submit its will to thine ; 
A heart that loves to trust in thee, 
And patient too, create in me, 

7 All eise thou seeest good — bestow it ! 

What 't is I need thou knowest best : 
All hope of good — to Thee I owe it, 
My weakness on thy strength I rest: 
Thy constant guidance I require, 
For this O strengthen my desire ! 

8 While days and months away are stealiog. 

Give grace my life for thee to spend ; 
Death often to my.thoughts revealing, 
Then bring the day my life shall end : 
That day will but my soul remove 
From earth, to live with thee above. 

J. a DnemiGB, d. ITVT. 



68 MISSIONABIfis' PSAYEB, 

All our hope on Him's suspended, 
Who from the skies to earth descended, 

And böu^t US with his predous blood. 

We are his, both flesh and spirit, 
Our highest love his &vors merit, 

In Him is treasur'd ev'ry good. 
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Lord, take us for thy own, 

Our feith with glory crown ! 
Ever near thee 
Give US a place, Where endless graoe 
Is beaming from thy smiling face. 

2 Not OUT choice, nor our endeavor 

Has earn'd for us thy pard'ning favor, — 
T is due to sov'reign grace alone : 
Strength o( ours cannot avail us, 
And all success must ever fail us 

But that in which thy strength is shown. 
Our earthly hopes restrain ! 
For poverty is gain, 
Winning heaven. 
Who trusts thy care In self-despsur, 
And bears thy cross, — has riches there* 

3 Lord ofharvest ! — ^Hear, we pray thee ! 
— ^And, praying thus, we but obey thee, — 

" Now to thy field more reapers send ! " 
King ! — thy heralds send, invlting 
As guests, all who, in grace delighting, 
May wish thy supper to attend. 
They, only they, find rest, 
Who there with thee shall feast 
In thy glory : 
Where care shall cease, And perfect peace 
Forevermore the soul shall bless. 

4 Look upon the millions lylng 

In shades of death, and hopeiess dyin^ 
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Divided from thy kingdoin &r : 
Age on age the gloom unbroken, 
To them no gospel has been spoken, 
Their night has known no moming star. 
Thou Light of truth divine, 
Upon their darkness shine : 
Pray thee, Jesus, 
Gro on before, Our way explore, 
And set for us an open door ! 

5 We, what thou hast done and suffer'd, 
What sacrifice for them was offer'd, 

The wonders of thy dying love — 
Will to them be ever telling, 
Still on thy cross of mercy dwelling, 
Till kindred grief their bosoms move. 
For mighty is thy word, 
And pierces, as a sword, 
Soul and spirit : 
Thy yoke of ease, Thy Spirit's bliss — 
And, too, we'U teil of paradise. 

6 Works, for thee most glory winning, 
Are oft despis'd at their beginning ; — 

What though we are frail worms of dust 1 
Thou wilt ever be beside us, 
Thy strength sustain, thy wisdom guido us, — 
In thee alone we put our trust 
The mustard-grain will grow, 
Till it a tree shall show 
Widely spreading ; 
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For thou, O Lord, Wilt be its guard, — 
För thiä we plead thy gracious word. 

A. Ekapp, b. 1798. 



A GENERAL PBAYER. 

OuR blessings come, O God, 
From thine exhaustless treasure ; 

Of earthly good our shares 
Are portion'd at thy pleasure. 
Grant to my body, Lord, 
A health that may endure, 
And to my spirit give 
A conscience that is pure. 

May I too strive to learn, 
By ceaseless Observation, 

How best I may perform 
Hie Service of my Station : 

Wherever duty leads 

May I delight to go, 

On all I undertake 

Thy blessing, Lord, bestow. 

1 Keep me from saying what 
May after need recalling ; 

Guard me, lest idle words 
May from my lips be falling ; 
But when my duty leaves 
For silence no pretense, 
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O make me-wise to speak 
The truth without ofiense. 

4 When danger sball arise, 

I would not too much fear it ; 
My cross, whate'er it be, 

O give me strength to bear it. 
May I the rage of foes 
By gentleness subdue ; 
And, when I counsel need, 
May I the best pursue. 

5 With all around, may I 

To peace and love incline me, — 
As by the Savior taught. 

And if thy band assign me 
Increase of earthly störe, — 
To all I thus obtain, 
May there be nothing join'd 
Of an unrighteous gain. 

6 And if old age I reach, 
Ere life on earth is ended, 

And must its trials meet 
With all its weakness blended,— 
Against the sins of age 
Awake my jealous care, 
That I gray hairs may thus 
A crown of glory wear, 

7 And let me die at last 
My Christian iaith professing; 
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Take then my soul to thee, 
To share eternal blessing : 
And to my body gire 
Among thy dead a place, 
Tbat, as their ashes sleep, 
Mine too may sleep in peace. 

8 And when thy saints shall rise, 
Then, Jesus, I implore thee, 

Complete in righteousness, 
May I appear before thee ; 

And hear my Savior say, 

In voice of tender love, 

" Come, ye redeem'd, and share 

** My perfect joys aboye ! " 

J. HzBKMAinr, d. IMT. 



PRATEB FOB MEBCIES IN GENEBAL. 

Now in thy presence I appear, 
O Lord, my sopplications hear! 
The record of my crimes efface, 
Thou GoD of merey and of grace ! 

2 A heart that's pure, create in me, 
A heart to love and honor thee. 

An humble heart of thanks and praise^ 
A heart to trust thee all my days. 

3 Be thou my help when dangers nse, 
On thee I rest my waiting eyes : 
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No ills can do my spirit härm, 
While guarded by thy fiiendly arm. 

4 Myself and hopes are in thy hand, 
From thee, all that I understand ; 
But still increase my knowlege, Lord, 
By sure instructions of thy word. 

5 Thy name — that it may yield delight, 
O keep it ever in my sight ! 

My faith — ^that it may work my joy, 
Let works of faith be my employ. 

6 So, Lord, my path of duty teach, — 
That, learning, I may strive toreach, 
In what I do, the perfect rule 

Of virtue taught us in thy schooL 

7 In my own strength, Vm all unfit 
The trials of the world to meet : 

But, with thy strength to bear me through, 
Can meet them, and can conquer too. 

8 Of earthly good, to make me blest, 
Grant, Lord, just what thou seeest best : 
Of envied wealth I ask no störe, — 
What thou wilt bless — I ask no more. 

9 The bounties thou to me shalt lend, 
May I to others' wants extend ; 
More pleas'd the needy to relieve, 
Then when thy bounties I reoeive. 
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10 I health implore, for doing good, 
For serving thee with gratitude : 
But for my health would never tak« 
Such care, as duty to forsake. 

11 Ever a ßiithful friend supply, 

To cheer my way to joys on high ; 
One who, that both for God may live, 
Shall counsel and examplc give. 

12 Should thou old age to me assign, 
Änd should its evil days be mine : 
May still my trust in thee abide, 
Nor clouds of age thy mercy hide. 

13 And when my life on earth shall end, 
Do thou my dying coueh attend ! 

Be then, through thy dear Son, O Loed, 
My endless life, my great reward ! 

0. F. Gkllxet, d. 1789. 



♦PBAYER AGAINST TEMPTATION. 

Gob, my Creator, and my Lord, 
Thou Father of my spirit, 

To me thy constant grace afford, 
Or life — ^I well may fear it : — 

Nay, e'en while living were I dead, 
And in my sins must perish ; 

Whoso with Christ, the living bread, 
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Shall fiiil bis soul to nouH8i^ 
Must sink to death etemaL 

2 On me, thy feeble child, bestow 

Thy help ! — through life direct me ! 
Make me in holiness to grow, 

From sin and shame protect me ! 
With ceaseless guard my Ups indose, 

That not a word may leave them, 
Which might thy people's good oppose, 

Ol' by its foUy grieve them, — 

Or word thy love offending. 

3 Control me, Lord, in what I hear ! 

For, in this world degraded, 
Above all eise, 't is by the ear 

Thy kingdom is invaded. 
When seoffers speak their venom'd tale, 

Forbid my heart to listen ! 
Their pow'r of mischief thus will feil, . 

Nor I with them shall hasten 

To ruin that is endless. 

4 My aiffhi from guilty pleasures hide^ 

Lest it to sin Beguile me ! 
The wanton gaze, the glance of pride, 

These — ^never let defile me ! 
What worth and modesty approve, 

What angel eyes might covet, — 
What Thou canst look upon with love— 
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ITuU — ^teach mine eye to love it, — 
Hie soenes of crime abhorring. 

5 With slaves of wine or pamp'ring food 

Permit me not to revel ! 

Thy Service be my chosen good, 

While they pronounce it evil, 

2%eir joys the appetite inflame, 

To ruin onward leading. 

Uli pleasure's Mse delusive name 

Allures their souls, unheeding, 

To death that wails forever. 

P. Gebhjlbd, 4. w$. 



WOBTH OF PEAYEB, 

Mt oomfort here, in all that tries me, 
Is found in praying to my Gtod: 

This, in my weakness, strength supplies me, 
And cheers the roughest, darkest road. 
In ev'ry toil, in ev'ry grief) 
Tis pray'r affurds my best relief. 

2 Wbo^e can I peace or hope disoover, 
When conscience to its duty wakes, 
And all my sins recounting oyer, 
The scourge of retribution shakes ? 
No other hope or refuge near, 
To GoD for merey I repair. 

S And must I meet the scom of sooflfers, 
If I with sin will not oomply V-^ 
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My soul its pray'r in secret offen 

To GroD for grace. He hears my cry ; — 
A father's love from fear relievea, 
And courage for his servioe gives. 

4 I would not for revenge be seeking, 

Should any for my inj'ry seek ; 
Nor ever meet with evil speaking 
Those who of me may evil speak ; 
All my revenge shall be the pray'r 
That they ^th me His graoe may share. 

5 And when a trouble may distress me 

For which the world l^cannot blame, 
I, to a GoD who hears, address me 
For his support to bear the same. 
From griefs, which we to Him oonfide, 
Ilis mercy he will never hide, 

6 And, for the duties of the oalling 

To me by providence assign'd, 
I strength implore, before hiin falling ; — 
Nor plead m vain, The strength I find : 
T is He that gives ; — and Him I bless 
For strength, and skill, and all suocesa. 

• 7 Or, if an evil lust alarm me, 

Too weak myself its rage to quell, 
1 ask the Holy One to arm me : — 
He nerves my heart to do his will ; 
And, strong in his resistless might, 
To vict'ry I maintain the fight. 
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And when the shades of Death o'ertake me, 

Where none but God can render aid ; 
He in my need. will not forsake me, 

Nor Death shall raake my soul afraid. 

Though voice should fall, my dying sighs 

Aocepted pray'r to him shall rise. 

J. B. MiLLSB, d. 18S4. 



* TO THB HOLT SPIBIT. 

Comb, Holy Ghost, rule thou within ! 
Tis thine by grace our souls to win : 
Inspire wlth sacred joy the spirit 
Of all who trust thy word and fear it : 
Thy light and truth hast thou sent forth, 
From East to West, from South to North, 
To bring, from ev'ry tongue and nation, 
A host to sing the great salvation. 

Hallelujah! Hallelujah! 

2 Thou Holy Light of truth divine, 

. From God's own word yet brighter shine, 
That we thereby may better know him. 
And pay the love his children owe him. 
Thy teaching would we gladly leam, 
And never to another tum, 
Our souls to Christ alone confiding, 
In Him, who is our life, abiding. 

Hallelujah! Hallelujah! 

3 Thou Holy Portion, and our Rest, — 
Help US, that, with thy comfort bless'd, 
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By troubles taught to prize thy &vor, 
We may rejoice in thee forever ! 
By str^igth of thine our weakness raise, 
That, living, we may live thy praise, 
And, all the host of evil routing, 
In death may triumph, fearless shouting — 
« Hallelujah ! Hallelujah !" 

]f.LiFT&a,d.l548JC 
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Thou God the Father, now in love 
And mercy, stand beside me ! 

Far from my soul my sins remove, 
From dread of vengeance hide me ! 

And by thy word show me the way 

That leads to everlasting day, 
Nor leave me here to wander. 

2 Guard me, Lord Jesus ; render me 

Of self-deception wary ! 

keep me from hypocrisy, 
Long as on earth I tarry. 

1 now to thee my soul confide, 
Thou Son of God with me abide — 

In living or in dying. 

3 Thou Holy Ghost, true wisdom's souroe, 

Of faith my measure heighten ! 

Sustain me in true wisdom's course, 

WhatV dark in mß unlighten ! 
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Gnint too that I mj life maj spend 
In holiness, tili lue shall end, 
And then depart to glory. 

4 Thoa Three in One, the only God, 
What hopes or fears betide me, — 
O let them never firom the road 
Of love and truth divide me ! 
My joys and griefs — a tangled maze, — 
Direct them all to show thy praise, — 
Then take my soul to heaven l 



* PBAYEB TO THB TEINITY. 

Thou Father-GoD, our souls sustain ; 
Of all thy foes the rage restrain, 
Who sooming Jesus, thy dear Son, 
Would hurl him firom his holy throne. 

2 Thou Jesus, thy dominion show ! 
Thyself the Lord of lords below ; 
Defend thy people weak and poor, 
That they may honor thee the more. 

3 Thou Holy Ghost, thy grace reveal ! 
Unite our hearts to do thy will ! 
Support US in the mortal strife. 
And raise from death to endless life ! 

[4 Now, Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
Here teach us how to praise thee most ; 

10 
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And when our praise on eartfa ia dooe^ 
To praise above the Three in One.] 



^Q THE HELIEVEB'S COlffFLICr, 

FoR help, O whither shall I fleel 
Who now to peace will guide me 1 

To none, dear Savior, but to thee, 
Can I with hope confide me. 

Tis thine to give the wear}' rest. 

The mourning soul in thee is blest, — 
Help, Jesus, the afflicted ! 

2 My sin, O Lord, is now my grie^ 

Against my will it rages : — 
Thy grace alone can bring relief, 

While sin its warfare wages. 
All that I need is known to thee, 
And now a part my seif can see, — 

Help, Jesus, the sin-burden'd ! 

3 Good Shepherd, bearest thou the weide ? 

Sustain me in my weakness ! 
Thou Great Physician of the sick, 

Heal thou my moral sickness ! 
A prey to Death I helpless fall, — 
For health and strength to thee I call, 

Save, Jesus, or I perish ! 

4 To those who trust thee — "Nothing fear !" 

"1 am the Life I " — ^thou criest, 
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Sedu not my soul, with strong desire, 

The life which thou suppliest 1 
Through all my sorrows thou canst lead, 
h death provide for ev'ry need — 

Help, Jesus, the confiding. 

5 I would do good, but still I fall, — 
Must I thus always waver ? 
What grief it gives thou knowest well. 

Who shall my soul deliver, 
And set the slave forever free 
From an and death to live with thee 1 — 
/ thank thee^ God, through Jesus ! 

J. Nkandxk, d. 1680. 



chbishan waefabe. 

Ah ! when shall I be, from sinning 
Arid from wrong affections, free ? 

When, the vict'ry fully winning, 
Be well-pleasing, Lord, to thee? 

I have still to own, with weeping. 

Sin his watch within is keeping. 
Still, füll oft, with efforts strong, 
Urges me to do the wrong. 

2 Yet, in time of my devotions, 
Musing on thy sacred word, 
I have feit those sweet emotions 
Which to saints their bliss afR>rd. 
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Thfln I priz'd this holj pleasure 
Far above all worldly treasure, 

Wish'd a heart entirely thine, 

Warm with virtue all divioe. 

8 Then too vow'd, füll purpose making^ 

That I onlj thine would be, 
And, my inmost pow'rs awaking, 

From all evil would be free ; 
Thee my service whoUy giving, 
Ever for thy glory liviog, 

Sin in all its fbrms would shun, 

And the ways of Gtod would run. 

4 But, alas ! — too soon, exerting 

Hidden pow'r, some passion roae, 
Marring, bind nng, disconcerting 

Ev'ry good I might propose. 
Lures to pleasure, fears and troubleSi 
111 examples, cheating bubbles^ — 

These on ev'ry side assail, — 

And my schemes of goodness fiuL 

5 Wretched man ! — ^from evil tuming, 

Yain my utmost strength appeam; 
Then, with deepest sorrow mouming, 

Fniitless, too, are all my tears ; 
Sin afresh Stands forth to brave me, — 
Is there none from sin to save me 1 

Thanks ! — my Gtod, through Christ, will free 

From this load of misery ! 
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6 Thou forgivest, God of merciea, 

Those who 'gainst their errors strive : 
They alone shall bear thy curses, 

Who in sin consent to live. 
May I not then hope for pardon, 
While I feel my sins a bürden 1 

Tnisüng to tby graeions care, 

CSan I jrield me to despair 1 

7 Never cease thy kind protection ! 

Sin will new advantage seek, 
While, with unattain'd perfection, 

I must here continue weak. 
Eeep me, Lord, from self-reliance. 
When Vm tempted, from compliance, 

That, in all sincerity, 

I may humbly walk with thee. 

S When I &11, make me observant, 

Careful lest I fall again, - 
Haste to strengthen then thy servant, 

That my course I may maintain : 
Warn me ! — ever go beside me ! 
DaOy on — still onward guido me ! 

Ulli I reach eternal rest, 

With thy perfect Image blest ! 

Balth. MunnsB, d. 1798. 
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78 PILGBIMAGB OF LIFB. 

Mt Life is but a pilgrim-stand:— 
A trav'ler t» my father-laud, 

I seek the city with foundation, 

Whose builder, maker, is my God ; — 
And gainiug tbere my blest abode, 

Would ever sing bis great salvation. 
My Life is here a pilgrim-stand, 
Fm trav'ling to my father-land. 

2 The hours of Life's uncertain day 
Haste on without a moment's stav, 

And, when once gone, are gone forever ; 

They bear me to eternity ; 

Lord Jesus, give me eyes to see ! 
Whate'er I need to know disoover ! 

Nor let earth's vain delusions hide 

Thee from my sight, my only guide ! 

3 No joumey is without its cares ; — 
Life's joumey too the spirits wears ; — 

It is not all a path of roses. 

The road is naiTow, — ^foes are streng — 
And oft entice me to the wrong ; 

The tangled thom my way opposes ; — ' 
O'er trackless wilds I'm forced to go, 
And, groping, toil my passage through. 

4 At times to me the Sun is bright, — 
That Sun that sheds its gracious light^ 
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Alone to bless the pure in spirit : 

Then comes the roaruig, ragiug storm, — 
So loud, terrific its alarm, — 

So dark, — ^I cannot help but fear it : 
Bat when I think of joys above, 
My tarror yields its place to love. 

5 Thou, Jesus, once a pilgrlm too, 
Wilt prove thyself a helper tnie, 

Of all my anxious cries, a hearer. 
Thy warning word in mind Fll keep, 
And, by thy guidance, ev'ry step 

Shall bring me to salvation nearer. 

My life and strength are waning fast, ^ 
Lord, with thy consolations haste ! 

6 That I may grow in holiness, 
With stronger faith my spirit bless, 

And thus of stumbling make me heedfiil ! 
I daijy feil — ^help me to rise. 
And, by each fall, yet more to prize 

Thy helping band, so often needful : 
While, in this darken'd soul of mine, 
Thy beams of mercy brighter shine. 

7 And while my heart, O God of grace, 
Shall faint with longings for ihy &ce, — 

Prcpare my soul for thy fruition ! 

Whene'er to earth my eyelids close, 

May I with thee enjoy repose 
Where sin and grief find no admission. 



4 
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Thy weary child bid thither oome, 
To live with Thee — a blissful Home. 

8 My lot is here with strangers thrown, 
And by the world l'm little known ; — 
But ihere friends wait with joy to meet me : 
And there, with those I love the most^ 
111 join in song the angel-host, 
Whose glories with their welcome greet meu 
My Savior come ! no more delay ! 
And thither bear my soul away ! 

F. A. lamfi^ ü vnk 



79 BBST IN HEAYSN. 

Wb are but pilgrims here below, 

With loads of care oppressM, 
While through earth's dreary vale we go, 

And vainly look for rest ; 
His way beset with griefs and fear, 

The weary wand'rer sighs, — 
He seeks, and ever hopes 't is near, 

The good that from him flies. 

2 Here is no &ther-]and — ^no home, 

No resting-plaoe is here ; — 

For trial we are hither come. 

The soul pants with desire, 

But her dedres can never All ; 

And eures, that here are fi>und 
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The wounded heart of man to heal, 
Add torment to the wound. 

^ Tbe pleasures which on earth we find, 

Are smoke, soon seen no more ; 
Tbey're billows which the angry wind 

Is dashiDg on the shore. 
With toil we build, and then destroy ; — 

We oft new burdens choose : — 
And, what to-day we count oixr joy, 

To-morrow we refuse. 

4 The pride of knowledge, falsely call'd. 

Oft leads our souls astray : 
The blind by blinder guides are told— 

" We've found a better way ! " 
Dear Savior, ifrom thy thrcwie above, . 

Set US firom error free ! 
Grrant us to serve thee here in love, — 

Then call us home to thee ! 

5 When &ith thy promise humbly takes^ 

And seeks thy will to do, — 
Qear light upon our pathway breaksy 

The World to guide us through. 
Thy Spirit send, our souls to save !— 

Thy wisdom make our own ! — 
That we may rest beyond the grave, 

And wear the pilgrim's crown. 
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80 PATH OF UFB. 

1 Tns waj of Christians leads through deserts dreaiy, 

And thomy is their road ; 
Tlie mountain heights are fearful, steep, and weary, 
By which they rise to God. 

2 But, travler, ßdter not ! — God's band extended 

Shall guide and strengthen thee : 
Look onward ! — Where their earthly oourae is ended 
The crown of glory see ! 

3 This prize füll well deserves thy utmost striving; ^ 

Not worthy to compare 
Are trials which, ere to the goal arriviug, 
The faithful pilgrims bear. 

4 Through all its straits would I still, uncomplauiiDg, | 

The narrow way pursue : — 
What joy and thanks, — ^when, to its end attainhig, 
I reach the garland too ! 

5 Oft now, while faith before my Üioughts is bringing 

The victor's happy crown ; 
My raptur'd soul her flight from earth is winging 
Up to the Savior's throne. 
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^\. ♦ THE WABROW WAY. 

To life there leads a narrow way, 
The only path to endless day ; 
Some few admittance seek to gain, 

But, urg'd in vain, 
Far more reject it with disdain. 

2 These take the wide and beaten road, 
By this to meet a jealous God : 

To honor Christ, his word and name, 

They never aim ; 
But, scorning, — ^brave eternal shame. 

3 How precious, Lord, tby grace I find, 
To mould aright the way ward mind ! 
My guilty pride it made to bow, 

Else I had now 
With them been rushing on to woe. 

4 Still more and more teach me to love 
The way that leads to life above, 
And, by thy constant service here, 

My soul prepare 
To reign with thee in glory there. 

5 While others waste their strength and health, 
To swell their störe of worldly wealth, 

I, to the Spirit having sown, 

With joy would own — 
" GoD is my portion, — God alone," 
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6 And wbile o'er land and sea they go, 
Through storms of wind, of rain, or soow,- 
O^er mountains, Valleys, rocks and lulls^ 

For countless miles, 
Led on by FoUy's varied wiles : 

7 Would I, for Canaan's happy land, 
My wishes and my labor spend ; 
And here a pilgrim, day by day,. 

In wisdom's way, 
As much untiring zeal display. 

8 And if tbe world my flesh sball feed, 
, Lest fond indulgence sbould sucoeed, 

Give me the grace to show his pow'r 

Whom I adore, 
And crucify my flesh the more. ' 

9 Make me in truth, what thou wilt prize ; 
Twere vain for me to seek disguise ; 
But if thy light from me shall shine^ 

The gifl divine 
Will seal all other blessings mine. 

10 Assist my efforts so to live, 
As by my life the proof to give 
That in my soul thy Spirit reigns, 

And room retains, 
Where Jesus, too, a dwelling gaina. 

11 But this, dear Lord, shall more be Seen, 
When thou art fully form'd within, 
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And angels at thy bidding oome 

To bear me home, # 

A pilgrim never more to roam. 

18 Guide now my portion at thy will ! 
Thy work of grace in me fulfill ! 
Then, in thy Image I shall rise 

To take the prize, 
And shout — "Tisfinish'd !" through the skies. 

W. F. TATZKon, b. IML 



82 WAY TO HEAVEN. 

Steep and thomy is the way 
On to life, — ^and most refiise it : 

Wiser fer, — more blast are they 
Who with all its tiials choose it : 

Happy, who its end attain, 

-And the prize of glory gain ! 

2 'Bove all measure their reward, 
Who, tili death, are persevering ; 

Who from earth withhold regard, 
But, to Jesus still adhering, 
Firm in faith direct their eye 
Ever to the crown on high. 

8 He whom, though unseen, we love. 
He has won our prize 'so glorious ; 

From the cross, to God above 
He ascended all victorious, — 
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When «"Tb finishM!" he had cried, 
m And for yict'ry first had died. 

4 Conq'ring Chief! — ^we, void of fear, 
Follow thee, no toil dedining ; 

Storms and night Surround us here^ 
There the light is ever shining ; 
Dawn is beaming, seen by &ith 
Through the gloomy shades of death. 

5 Onward, comrades, urge your way ! 
Let no fears or foes alarm us ! 

Look to Jesus ! — Watch, — and pray 
That our God with strength may arm us ! 
In our weakness mighty shown, 
Hb gives vict'ry through his Son. 

B.O. Bint»]i^l».1198L 



83 DSSFONDING CHRISTIAN AND CHRIST. 

Jesus, my Lord and GrOD, 
Whose glories none can teil ; 
My spirit's life and strength, 
The great Immanuel ! 
Thy people thou dost form, 
And from their evil cleanse,^ 
Grant then, O Lord, to me 
Deliv'rance from my sins ! 

Confide in my promise ! — confiding, be still ! 

Distrust not my power ! — distrust not my will ! 

Behold, from afar I salvation reveal ! 
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2 Ah, Yes! my spirit's friend, 

I feel rm far from thee : * 

O draw me to thjself ! 

Beveal thy pow'r in me ! 

A heart, O Lord, that's pure, 

Of all tbings wish I most, — 

But mine is all defii'd : — 

Alas! must I be lostl 
Thou art not forsaken, — ^thy heart I renew ; 
I am thy Redeemer ; remain to me true ! 
My perfect redemption in thee will I show. 

3 Redemption ! — I am yet 
By sin with fetters bound ; 
And am I true ? Alas, 
Pm fickle, faithless found : 
And where is that new heart 
Should glow witb love to God ? 
Guilt feel I more and more, — 
My sins a heavier load ! 

Thy pray'r I will answer : — in spite of all foes, 
From sin I will save thee, — from Hell's fearful woes : 
Vü do it — ^Who can the Almighty oppose ? 

4 'T is well ! I own thy grace. 
And in thy word confide : 
Hope shall my anchor be, 
Till safe in port I ride. 

Dear Savior, through my course, 
To me tby guidance lend, 
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Till I at length shall oome 
Where sins and sorrows end. 
Believer, be fearless ! — ^this anchor hold &ai ! 
Doubt Dot ! — ^I will guard thee, tili daogerabe past^ 
And to a sure haven will bring theo at last. 



84 GODLY FEAR. 

Most High ! with reverence to fear thee 
Is both our duty and delight ; 

None can with holy joj oome near thee, 
But those who fear before thy sight: 
Work then, dear Father, work in rae, 
By thy good Spirit, fear of thee ! 

2 May it preside o'er a]l iny going», 

Control my heart, direct my will ; 
Thus guarding me, in all my doings, 
From ev'ry known approach to iU : 
For, if the love of sin remain, 
All show of love to thee is vaku 

3 Grant that I ever may adore thee 

As One who all my actions sees ; 
And be afraid to do before thee 

Aught that would thee my God dispL 
What if the praise of earth were gain'd, 
If thee, great God, I should ofi^d ! 

4 May I, too, fear the Judgment Coming, 

Nor dare with seoffers to agree : 
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Despairing not, jet not presuming,—- 
' Nor arrogant in serving thee : 

N<Hr let thy graoe be mj pretense 

For blind or careless oonfidence. 

5 Ma j I so dread all that would nourish 

Tlie lawless appetites of sin ; 
So all the right afiections cherish, 
That I through thee may vict'ry win ; 
Andy when the oonflict shall be past, 
May triumph with thj saints at last 

6 Maintain my conscience pure, unswerving, 

Fearless of shame er trouble here ; 
And tiiifl, my heart with oourage n^ving, 
For ev'ry trial will prepare : 
While nothing shall allure, or fright 
My soul from choosing what is right. 

7 May rev'rence prompt all my reflections, — 

And still, wherever I may be, 
Direct in honesty my actions, 

From all disguise and feigning free. 
Hiey who thus honor thee in heart — 
None eise — with thee shall have their part 

8 Thus may I fear thee while Fm llving ; 

Dying, 111 fear not death or grave : 
And then, etemal life receiving, 

For which thy Son the purehase gäve, 
11 
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Will rise to share Xhj joys above, 
Where all is ligfat, and peace, and lova 



85" JOY IN GOD. 

Ik thee, O (Jod, I find my joy, 

Thou art my tnist, — ^What can annoj, 

Long as thy love shall bless me 1 
Lord, I am tfaine, And thou art mine ;•— 

Can any want distress me 1 

2 For thou hast chosen me by graoe, 
And with thy saints assign'd my place, — 

The World m vain would hurt me : 
Thy mercy will Its measure ßll, — 
Thou never wilt desert me. 

8 Thy patience too is strangely kind, 
Of daily sins I pardon find : 

To me, my guilt deploring, 
Thou bring'st anew Thy Son to view, 

My comfort thus restoring. 

4 Thou art to me the best offiiends, 
That to my ev'ry want attends : 

None can thyself resemble ! 
Firm at my side Wilt thou abide, 
Though hills and mountains tremble. 

5 Thou artmy light, my life, desire, 
My Rock : — ^nor can I more require 
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Thftt's fbund in earth or heaven. 
Lofd, without thee, AU eise to me 
För joy were vainly given. 

6 TBove ev'ry good, thou art the best, 
On whom mj highest pleasures rest ; 

In thee I live oonfiding : 
Here, and above^ Lord, may our love 
Be evermore abiding! 

7 Hiou blessest me : — let foes revile ! 
Since, for my härm, their rage and toil 

Most prove all unavailing. 
While thou art near 1 will not fear, 
But sing with song un&iling. 

8 From thee is flowing endless peace, 
Its streams with pleasure now I traee, 

Thou source of true enjoyment, 
To where thy praise, Hirough endless days, 
Shall be my glad employment 

9 To human eye has not appear'd 

. What joys above thou hast prepar'd,— 
But &ith cannot deceive me : 
ITiere perfect bliss I shall possess. 
And of it none bereave me. 

8. LnooT, d. IMS. 
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86 OONFIDKNCE IN OOD. 

Whatb'kb God does^ ufiüy done; 

To diange mj evil nature, 
He gave his Spirit tfarough his Son, 

And form'd me a new creature. 
His mercy's sure, It will endure ; 

And, on this firm fouüdation, 

I rest me for salvatdcm. 

2 Whafer God doeSy Ufiüy done; 

And right his sov'reign pleasore : 
Since he has made m j care his own, 

m trust his ev'ry measure : 
He 18 my God, — Thröngh all my road, 

He knows how to sustain me, 

And in his service train me. 

3 Whdte^er God efoc«, is fitly done ; 

He is my guide — defender ; — 
In varied forms his love is shown : 

To Him my will I render 
In joy, or woe, — And time will show 

How well he has directed, 

And all my way protected. 

4 Wkaiier Gron does^ is fitly done ; 

And all, for wisest reasons : 
By best of paths he leads me on, — 

E'en at the darkest seasons 
I find his.graoe In ev'ry place ; 
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And, coDscious of his keeping, 
I oliange to joy my weeping. 

5 Wlkate'er God does, is fitly done ; 

Qf Uns I have assurance. 
True ! — ^here my life its course may run 

Huroogh dangers and endurance: 
SUll, 1 shall share His loving care ; — 

His circling arms infold me, 

And, when I die, will hold me. 

6 Whate^er God does, is fiüy done ; 

His Gup-H3hall 1 refuse it, 
Beoause it is a bitter one ? 

He sees it best, — I choose it : 
And He at last Will give me rest 

Where duty Las no trials. 

And needs no self<denials. 

Bam. BooMAn, d. 170^ 



TRUST IN GOD. 

BüLB thou my portion, Lord ; my skill 

I could not trust to guido it : 
To my Creator's gracious will 

I cheerflilly confide it ; 
Thou by whose hands All nature Stands, 

Through all th'e days decreed me, 

My God and Father, lead me ! 
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2 Thou sawest from Eternitj 

How muoh would best befit me ; 

Didst fix what here my da^s should be, 
What jojs and griefs should meet me. 

Whj shrink my heari 1 Wouldst thou have part 
In fiuth's rieh blessings tender'd, 
Without fiiith's Service renderM 1 

8 Thou knowest, Lobd, my evVy want^ 

And, ere my pray'r is pleaded, 
Art ready my request to grant, 

Ab wisdom sees 't is needed« 
Thy love to me Is &therly : — 

Be not my wish the measure, 

But^ Father, thy good pleasure. 

4 Füll oft a oourse of wish'd suocess 

Prepares for sorrows — firmer 
Than any wrought by such distress 

At which we're prone to murmur. 
From earthly grief Death brings relief,— 

While cherish'd idols — ^failing, 

Theu bring remorse and wailing. 

5 What 't is that forms our highest good, 

All know who wish to hear it : 
Nor honors, wealth, nor pamp'ring food 

Can cheer the deathless spirit : 
But if thy Word We will r^ard, 

We hence may pleasures borrow, 

To sweeten ev'ry sorrow. 
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Q What is life's glory here below 1 

SoOQ it will all have vaDish'd : 
What is the grief we sufier now 1 

T will soon be ever banish'd. 
Trust in the Lord ! For His reward 

To endless glorj raises, — 

Ye righteous, sing his praises ! 



♦dbpbndknce on god. 

Lf all my plans, thou Highest, 
If oounsel tix>u suppliest, 

My ef&rts maj succeed: 
But iev'ry best endeavor, 
Without thy smile of favor, 

Caa but to disappointment lead, 

2 No teil by day, nor sorrow 
From evening tili the morrow, 
Nor murmVing aught avails : 
My goings I confide them 
To thee, my God, to guide them, — 
To feith thy mercy never fails. 

8 Tbe path — would I oppose it 1 
My heav'nly Father chose it 

And will its wisdom prove : 
Thou takest, or thou givest, — 
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The same tboa eyer liv«st,— 
And evermore thj name is lop$. 

4 Pursuing thj directioii, 
VW tnist in thj protection, 

Amid surrounding foes ; 
Thy promise, always near me^ 
With constant hope will cheer me, 

Till thou the promis'd good disdose. 

5 From sin's oppresnve bürden 
Believing me, thy pardon 

From wrath has set me free : 
Leave not my soul forsaken, 
If now by sin o'ertaken, 

But in thy patience diasten me ! 

6 When night repose is lending, 
Or sun, the skies ascending, 

Brings back the toils of day : 
When ways of peril offer, 
Or I the cross must suffer, 

Thy Word abides my spirit's stay, 

7 Go with me ! — and wherever 
It be, — m nothing waver, — 

Content, will forward ga 
No threaten'd ill alarms me, 
With strength thy presence arm« me, — 

And will oonduot me safely through. 
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8 With all thy will complying, 
"For living,— or for dying, 

The whole to thee I leave : 
If thou to^aj should call me 
To die — ^*t will not appal me, 

Fll, undismay'd, the call receive. 

9 Be his, my spirit, whoUy, 
And trust hia wisdom solely, 

Who has thy being bless'd : 
Whate'ep on earth be given, 
Thy Father rules in heaven, 

Appointing what for thee is best 

. FuMMDro^ befoTtt settiiig out wlth an embaasy to Persia, 1885 . 



OOB OUB DEFENSB. 

A tow'r of safety is our God, 

His sword and shield defend us ; 
His mercy too relieves the load 
Of evils that attend us. 
But the ancient foe 
Strives to work our woe ; 
Fearful power and art 
In him their force exert,— 
On earth he has no rival. 

2 By strength of ours naught could be done,- 
The strife füll soon were ended ; 
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But fights for us that righteous One 
By GoD himself commended. 
Needs his name be told 1 
Je%u9 — ^from of old 
Lord of Sabbaoth, — 
Our GoD and Savior both,— 
Hb shaU our souls deliv^. 

3 Though devils all the earth should fill^ 

Each gaping to devour us, 
Thb Savior would our terrors quell, 
And vict'ry guide before us. 
Prince of this vain world, 
Be thj furj hurl'd 
On our heads ! — ^'t were vain ! 
He will thy rage restrain, 
His smallest word subdue thee. 

4 His tnith oxa fot% shall help to show, — 

For this no thanlcs they raerit ; — 
Believing him we onward go, 
He dieers us by his Spirit : — 
Should they, in the strife, 
Quench our joys; — ^and life ;— 
When their worst is done, 
For US the vict'ry's won — 
He*ll crown us then with glory. 

]CLinsa,d.lMl 
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90 *THB LOBD IS MT HELPEB. 

LoBD, I have trusted in thy name, — 
And Shall my hope be turn'd to shame 1 

Ol foes for this deride ma? 
Be thou my stay By night or day, 

To thee I still oonfide me. 

2 Indine to me thy gracious ear, 
Now for my rescue, Lord, appear, 

And hasten to deliver ! 
With danger nigh To thee I fly, 

My confidenoe forever. 

8 Beneath the shelter of thine arm, 
Pm safe firom ev'ry threaten'd härm ; 
Nor would I fear to meet them — 
Should countless foes My way oppose ; 
But with thine aid defeat them. 

4 Be thou my strength, my rock and tow'r, 
My shield, my sword of matchless pow'r, 

My health, my soul's reliance ! 
If Grod be mine, Fll vict'ry win, 
In spite of all defiance. 

5 The World oft seeks, by artful lies, 
To lead astray ; — with fair disguise 

To ruin would allure me : 
In merey, Lord, My footsteps guard, 
And fix>m its snares secure me. "^ 
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6 My dearest hopes I leave with thee^ 
My GoD, my God, tum not from me, 

To thee is all comroended ! 
Hear, Lord, my cry, And graoe aopply, 
Till dangers all are ended ! 

7 Now honor, glory, thanka and praise, 
To Father, Son, and Spirit raise— 

The God of boundless fevor ! 
By him alone Our vict'ry's won,— 
Be His our songs forever ! 



A IkTorite hTinn with Bpbieb, who nsed to ring it almMt ätüXj, and ult 
lM«d nneoTered. 
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CoMMiT thy way, oonfiding, 

When trials here arise, 
To Him whose band is guiding 

The tumults of the skies : 
Tkerej clouds and tempests raging, 

Have each its path assign'd, — 
Will God, for thee engaging, 

No way of safety find ? 

2 Trust in the Lobd ! — ^His &vor 
Will for thy wants provide : 
Begard his work, — ^and ever 
Thy work shall safe abide : 
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When injuries o'ertake theoi 

Or seL^inflicted care, 
Let not thy God forsake theei 

He listeos for thj praj'r. 

8 With eye that's never weary, 

The God of truth and grace 
Sees all that 's bright, or dreory, 

Befalling all our raee : 
Of fiuth, whate'er opposes, 

He makes the cause his own ^ 
And, when the confiict doses, 

Thy vict'ry shall be won. 

4 His way through nature reaches, 

Nor fails its steady course ; 
His goodness ever teaches 

Of good the only source : 
His skill, by naught impeded, 

Will what is best pursue ; 
All by his people needed 

His arm of strength will do. 

5 Should Satan league his foroes, 

Gtod's purpose to withstand ; 
Think not their rage and curses 

Could stay his lifled band. 
When He makes known his pleasure, 

The counsel of his will, — 
That^ in its utmost measurei 

Will he at last fiümi. 



C 
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6 Hope on tiien, weak believer, 

Hope on, and &lter not ! 
He will thy sool deliver 

From deeps of troabled thoogfat ; 
Thy graces He will nourish, 

With hope thj heart emploj, 
Uli fiuth and love shall flourish, 

And yield their fruits of joy. 

7 üp ! up ! bid now to sorrow 

And all thy cares— « Good night ! ' 
Why trouble seek, — ^and boirow 

A Charge that 's not thy right 1 
Tbou art not made inspector, 

How things should be to teil ; 
GoD is the sole Director, 

And Orders all things well. 

8 The plan, to his discretion, 

With all its parts resign ! 
Thou 'It find, on its oompletion, 

The wonder will be thine — 
How, what by thee was noted 

As dark, now understood, 
Most wisely has promoted 

His glory, and thy good. 

9 T is true, that, fbr a season, 

He may his gifls restrain. 

And leave thee room to reason 

If all thy trust be vain ; 
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Or, while thj hopes shall waver, ^ 

And fears and grie& prevall, 
To ask — ^'*Mu8t then God's favor 

" And all his mercies &il1 " 

10 But, if the trial ended 

Shall show thy love is true ; 
The love to thee extended 

Will show his wisdom too : 
From sorrows, that oppress thee^ 

He will thy peace restore ; 
And, by these sorrows, bless thee 

With heart to love him more. 



11 Well bless'd, such graoe receiving, 

(jod'b children thus are known t 
Now faith, with glad thanksgiving, 

Beholds the victor's crown ; 
Thy band the palm branch raises, 

GrOD gives it thee to bear, 
And shout aloud his praises 

Who has remov'd thy cara 



12 The troubles, Lord, that try 
O bring them to an end ! 

With needed strength supply us ! 
Thy love to ns commend I 

That we, tili death pursuing 
The best, thy diosen way. 



^ 
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May then, our life renewingi 

Praise thee in ^dless day ! 

p. 0BKAsm d. leri 
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As GoD shall lead TU take my way, 

Nor wish my own selectioD : 
The path He diooses cannot staray, 

Nor needs it my oorrectioiL 
His guidanoe I will ever keep, 
And cheerful foUpw step by step,—- 

As child would trust a &ther. 

2 As GoD shall lead Fll follow still, 

Imploring his assistance, — 
Though fiir too oflen my sel^will 

Might wish to make resistanoe : 
Let GoD the way for me explore, 
And I will now, and evermore, 

His oounsel seek to honor. 

3 If GoD will lead me — ^'tis enough, — 

On Hirn is my reliance : 
And let the road be smooth, or rough, 

I yield a glad compliance. 
Into his hands I all oommit, 
To guide for me as seemeth fit, — 

For living, or for dying. 

4 GoD leads me — and my evVy dbange 

I leave to his good pleasure : 
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Though Reason may pronounce it stränge — 

His course reveals the measure 
Of good, that He for rae had thought 
Before I was to being brought : 

Can I refuse bis guidance ! 

5 GoD leads me — I will true remain, 

Nor faith, nor hope shall waver : 
My i^irit, if his stxength sustain, 

Who from his love can sever 1 
With confidence l'll hold it Tast, 
And ills, endur'd from first to last, 

Shall work my greater blessing. 

6 As GrOD shall lead TU onward go, 

E'en where Death's shadows lower : 
But Death shall prove a conquer'd foe, 

His terrors, lose their power ; 

For He, — ^my Savior, — will be there, 

Who died that faith might nothing fear ; — 

This is my soul's sheet-anchor. 

L. Gbdiki^ d. 178& 
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GoD is my light ! — Never, my soul, despair 

In hours of thy distress ! 
He sun withdraws, and earth is dark and drear :— 

My Light will never cease ; 

On days of joy with splendor beaming ;-^ 

Through nights of grief, its rays are gleaming,— 

GoD is my light! 

IS 
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2 6oD 18 my tmat ! — TÄj aoal, be noi afrtid I 

Thy Hdper will abide : 
<" rU not forsake thee ! "—He has kindly aaid.^ 

He's 6Ter at thy side ; 
In feeble age will yet stand by thee, 
No real good will he deny thee : — 

GoD is my Trust ! 

8 His is the pow V ! — ^He speaks, and it is done ; 

Commands, it standeth &st ; 
£re hope of rescue is in nie begnn, 

Behold, the work is past ! 
When we our weakness most are feeling, 
GoD loves to prove, his strength revealing, 

His is the Pow'r. 

4 The kingdom his ! — ^Throughout the earth he reigns 

With wisdom, grace, and might; 
The Stars go on, and time its oourse maintains^ 

Beneath his watchful sight ; 
In silence onward still proceeding, * 
The universe obeys his leading, — 

The Kingdora his ! 

5 GoD is my shield ! — Of me he takes the care 

As none beside could do ; 
He guards my head, — he watchex ev'ry hair, 

All dangers brings me through : 
While thousands, to vain helpers calling, 
On right and left are near me falling,- — 

Hs is my Shield ! 
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% God's my reward ! — ^Well pleasM I onward go 
The path that he has shown : 
It has DO trials but ray God will know, 

When he awards mj crown. 
ril gladly strive, the fight sustaining, 
UntU in death the vict'iy gaining,- — 
God'b mj Reward ! 
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GoD, to my soul benighted, 

Gave light and life to see : 
When earthly hopes are blighted, 

He'll not abandon rae ! 

He ever is the same ! 
As day suocessive changes, 
He für my wants arranges, 

Always the great lam, 

2 While human love or favor 

Soon cold or dead appears, 
His mercy glows forever, — 

He numbers all iny tears, 

He softens all my grief ; 
From sin and dang'rous errors, 
From guilt and gloomy terrors, 

•From death, he gives relief* 

3 God, with his love, has bless'd me ! 

Bereft of all bwides, 
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Upon his arm Fll rest me : . 

He my affliction guidea, — 

Fll leave it to his will : 

My int'rests here, in heaven, 

To GoD the Lord be given, 

His pleasure to fulfilL 

. 4 It ever is his pleasure 

To work his people's good ; 
Twas goodness, beyond meastire, 

Gave them a Savior's blood. 

He, who so much has done, 
Has said they shall inherit^ 
In body and in spirit, 

All good through Christ his Son. 

5 Äway the world is gliding, 

Its joys and empty show : 
A bliss, pure and abiding, 

On me will God bestow. 

True ! — ^life on earth shall dose, — 
Bat when, by grave invested, 
This weary frame has rested, — 

He'll wake it from repose. 

6 My soul, already living 

In God's patem^ band, 
Fit bt^dy then reoeiving 

For my new fether-land, — 

It shall my glory be, 
Where saints enjoy his blessin^ 
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To praise, with song unoeasing, 
The Lamb eternallj. 

7 Though now I sorrows suffer, 

Such as my sin requires ; 
My future prospects ofi^r 

All that my heaii; desires 

Of joys that shall endure : 
Christ eye to eye appearing, 
My soul his image wearing, 

My lot will be secure. 

8 It is the Father's pleasure, 

Who here assign'd our place, 
That now his Son's füll treasure 

Should yield us grace for graoe : 

His Spirit He supplies, 
To US the pathway showing, — 
Of bliss that's ever growing, — 

To him let anthems rise ! 

9 Praise Him, with hearts and voioea^ 

Who gave us all our pow'rs ! 
ms thus that faith rejoices 

To consecrate the hours ! 

The praise of God will prove 
On earth our best enjoyment, — 
Nay more !— our blest employment 

In realms of peace abo ve. 

Lb BxLUBO^, 4 1098L 



r 
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95 ÖOD IS TEUK. 

OuB GoD is true ! — Them he will ne'er foraake 
For whom his love he shows ; 

Our GoD is true ! — ^We shall his care partakfi^ 
In all our joys and woes : 

His wings will spread their shelter o'er us, 

Though mountains quake, — earth yawn before usi 
Our GoD is true. 

2 Our GoD is true ! — ^He is a &ithful friend 

We from experienoe know ; — 
And rest assurM he will our souls defend 

From ev'ry watchful foe. 
His cov'nant love glves no denial 
To humble &ith in hours of trial, — 
Our GoD is true ! 

3 Our GoD is true ! — ^His promise he maintains : 

Lest we from life should stray, 
Our feet to guide where bliss immortal reignSi 

He onward lights our way. 
GoD is not man that he should &lter, 
What he has spoke he will not alter. — 
Our GoD is true ! 

4 Our GoD is true ! — ^He has a father's love, 

In all he does is good : 
Our troubles here his fiiithful care will prove, 

When all is understood. 
In trials, grace and strength are growing, 
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And thea, from these, good works are flowing.— - 
Out God ia true ! 

6 Out God is true ! — ^T is He who vengeance stay 'd, 

And now removes our guilt 
Tbroogh his dear Son, who well the Law obey'd, 

For US his lifeVblood spilt : 
His only Son for us was given, 
To save from hell, and fit for heaven. — 

Our God is true ! 

6 Our GrOD is true ! — And we, fbrever his, 

Shall ever meet his care, 
Until we come to mansions in the skies, 

To life eternal there : 
And now with blessings he receives us, 
Through faith all needed grace he gives us : — 
Our God is true ! 

7 Our God b true ! — ^The watch, our father's eye 

Of all his cbildren takes ; 
With pleasure sees when here his kind supply 

Their gratitude awakes. 
Would they despair ? — their heai'ts sustaining, 
He stilJs the voice of their complainiug : 
Our God is true ! 

8 Our God is true ! — ^My soul, what wouldst thou moret 

He is thy portion still. 
Let God be true — ^there^s naught to fear — though störe 
Of falsehopd earth should filL 
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Witfa bäte let former friends assail tibee,— - 
ITen this shall for thy good avail thee. 
Our GroD is true ! 

9 Our GoD is true ! — ^Never forget, my soul, 

How kind and true he is ! 
Be true to God ! — ^Let this thy life oontrol. 

And be devoutly his ! 

From loving him let nothing drive thee, 

And of this stay can none deprive thee, — 

"OwrGoD is trueT 

E. Ldebio^ d. 17ML 
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DxAR Savior, when I here am blest 
With prospect of that future rest 

Thy people shall inherit, 
And there, by faith, see my abode ; — 
How light my cares ! — and all their load — 

How easy 't is to bear it ! 
Then, too, tbe fond pursuits of earth 
Are in my view as nothing worth ; — 
Chas'd by the dawn of endless day, 
Its glorios pass like dreams away. 

Lord Jesus Christ, Sure ground of &ith, :{: 
All this is owing to thy death. 

2 When, call'd the change of worlds to make, 
My soul shall from its fetters break — 
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Tbou, fix>m on high, be near me ! 
Thy rod and staff be then my stay, — 
Through Death's dark yalley guido my way,— 

Wilh hopes of glory cheer me ! 
The splendors of the world of light, 
Amid the all-surrounding night, 
Shall through the clouds of darkness shane^ 
Bevealing what shall soon be mine. 

Lord Jesus Christ, With cheerful fiüth, :|: 
I then shall sweetly sleep in death. 

3 But should my heart, reluctant, shrlnk; 
Tte cup of Death still fear to drink ; — 

My sins begin to number ; 
Then come the thought — ^'' My Lord has iSed, 
** My sins — ^atoning blood shall hide, 

•* Nor GrOD will more remember ! " 
The hope for sinners thou hast wrought 
Of life,— with nameless sorrows bought 
Whieh, God-forsaken, thou didst meet,— 
Tis this alone makes dying sweet 

Lord Jesus Christ, My only faith, '.[t 
Do not forsake me at my death ! 

4 In hope my weeping eyes Fll close, 
My flesh in earth shall find repose, 

Where my Redeemer rested : 
And He that died, from death to save, — 
His voice will call me from the grave,— 

I know whom I have trusted. 
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He lives ! — and fbes I fear'd below, — 

The Grave and Death, — bis pow'r ahall know ; 

He lives ! — and I, with saints above, 

Shall know the wonders of his love» 

Lord Jeaus Christ, My spirit's fiuth^ :|: 
For life prepare me by my death ! 

5 My oc»ißdenoe shalt thou remain 
Till thou on earth appear again — 

The tombs be rent asunder : 
Before thy throne I there shall be, 
The Judge of all the nations see, — 

Shall see with joy and wonder. 
Tben will thy grace to me divide 
Aportion always to abide, — 
And I shall share — ^by promise diown — 
A glory lasting as thy own. 

Thanks, Lord, to thee ! With shouts Fll sing — :|: 
" Where, Grave, thy vict'ry !— Death, thy stihg l " 
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Whkn they may chance to meet tc^ether, 
In whom thou, Lord, hast thine abode ; 

Each will in ea(^ soon find a brother, 
Alike the purchase of thy blood. 
Thy Spirit is their spirils' stay, 
Their grie& and fears have pass'd away ; 



snurs FROH ths OBsiiijr. 187 

Of all their trasfc they count thce worthy, 
And love, and bless, and pray before thee. 

2 Though strangers to each other's faces, 

In person each to each unknown, 
Hey soon discern the Christian graces, 
And heart to heart is dosely drawn 
By love to thee, — which rules with pow'r 
In all thy saints, from that blest hour 
When, wak'd from sin, in which they slumber^d, 
They were among thy people number'd. 

3 How warm and cordial is their greeting ! 

For with thy love each bosom buras : 
How happy, too, the fruits of meeting, 

While each from each thy praises learns! 

Their inmost souls they now reveal, 

The glories of thy kingdom teil, 
Theur guilt, ingratitude deploring, 
The wonders of thy grace adoring. 

4 The mouth of each is overflowing 

With that of which the heart is full^ 
While all, in hope, are onward going 
To see thy throne of endless ruie : 
Here is thy presence feit, — and more 
Is leam'd of thee ; thy grace and pow'r 
Permitting them to taste a measure 
Of what shall form their endless pleasure. 

5 O may I always be united 

To suchas-would thyglorysoe! 



r 
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Bj tliose who are with thee deligfated 
Gonfirm ye( more mj &itfa in thee ! 
And from my heart, O Lord, remove 
Whatever would oflend thy love ! 
True vine,— do thou my spirit dierish, 
A branch that shali forever flourtsh ! 
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FiBM is my hope of future good, — 

By grace, and through my Savior's blood, 

I hope for life in heaven : 
To me my Father from above, 
A pledge of his un&iling love, 

Faith in his Son has given. j 

2 What, Lord, can speak my joy of heart| 
To have in thy rieh graoe a part, 

Ttom which no foroe can sever ! 
My soul from sin has found a eure, 
And, resting on thy word, is sure 

To share thy love forever. 

3 Thy word, — that word of life and peace, — 
Makes every doubt and murmur cease, 

If we aright will hear it : 
It yields us comfort in our grie^ 
In ev'ry trial brings relief, 

Or strengüiens us to bear it. 
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4 Inoreate mj &ith and knowledge, Losd, 
By study of thy sacred word ! 
For this 111 here adore thee : 
Be it my ligbt on all my way, 
And thus prepare me, day by day, 
To sing thy praise before thee. 

C. F. QwsjxUt ^ ITM. 
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Oh that I had a thousand voices ! 

A mouth to speak with. thousand tongues ! 
Then, with a heart bis praise rejoices, 

Would I proclaim in grateful songs, 
' To all wherever I should be, 

What 't is the Lord has done for me. 

2 O that my voice might high be sounding, 

Far as the widely distant poles ; 
My blood be quick with rapture bounding, 
. Loiig as its vital current rolls : 
And ev'ry pulse thanksgiving raise, 
And ev'ry breath, a hymn of praise. 

3 Be not, my pow'rs, in silence sleeping ; 

Awake ! — inflame your utmost zeal ! 
Your strength in constant eSbrt keeping, 
The pralles of my God to swell : 



c 
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Soul, body, all your migfat emplqy I 
Extol the Lord widi sacred joy ! 

4 Ye trees ! — your growth bis seasons nonrialii 

Now wave and rustle to hb praisö t 
Ye flowrets fair ! — so soon to perisfa,-*- 
Your forms with beauty he arrays,— ■ 
Let all your bloom now vocal be, 
And join the song of pralse with me ! 

5 And yet, should universal Nature 

Hear and obey my eamest call, 
Should I have aid from ev'ry creature, 
The strength would still be &r too smally 
His greater wonders to unfold, 
Which all around me I behold. 

6 Dear Father, endless praise I render, 

For soul and body strangely join'd ; 
I praise thee, Guardian kind and tender, 
For all the noble joys I find ^ 

So richly spread on ev'ry side, 
And fireely for my use sopplied. 

7 What equal praises can I offer, 

Deal* Jesus, for thy mercy shown 1 
What pangs, my Savior, didst thou suffer, 
And thus for all my sins atone ! 
.Thy death alone my soul oould free 
From Satan, to be blest with thee. 
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8 Honor and preise, still onward reaohiiig, 

Be thine too, Spirit of all grace^ 
Whose holy pow'r and &ithful teaching 
Grive me among thy saints a place : 
Whate'er of good in me may shine 
Comes only from thy light divine. 

9 Who grants immortal hopes to bless me? 

Who, but thyself, O God of love ? 
Wbo guards my way lest fears oppress me 1 
T is thou, Lord God of hosts above. 
And when my sins thy wrath provoke, 
Thy patience, Lord, forbears the stroke. 

10 1 kiss the rod too, unrepining, 

When God his chast'iiing makes me feel : 
My giaces call for his refining, 
The trial works no lasting ill : 
It purifies, — ^and makes it known 
That He regards me as a son. 

11 In life I often have discover'd, 

With gratitude and glad surprise, 
When douds of sorrow o'er me hover'd, 
God sent from them my best supplies . 
In troubles He is ever near, 
And shüws me all a father's care, 

12 Why not then, with a faith unbounded, 

Forever in his love confide ? 
Why not, with earthly griefs Surround^, 
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Bejoicing, still in hope alnde ;*— 

Until I reach that blissfiü home 

Where doubts and sorrows never oome t 

13 No more low vanities regarding, 

To thee, in whom I find my rest, 
I cry — ^my inmost soul aooording, — 
*" My GoD, thou art the Highest, Best ; 
^ Str^gth, honoF, praise, and thanka^ and powV 
" Be thine, both now and evermore f* 

14 For all thy goodness Fll extol thee, 

While yet my tongiie has strength to move; 
First object of my love enrol thee, 
Until my heart forget to love. 
When feeble lips no voice can raiae, 
My dying sighs shall murmur praise. 

15 Accept, O Lord, I now implore thee, 

The meagre praise I give below : 
In heav'n I better will adore thee, 

When I an angel's strength shall know : 
There would 1 lead the sacred choir, 
And raise their Hallelujahs high'r ! 

Jomr MsMtsBB, d. ITM 
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Now to the Lord sing praises, 
My soul, and bless his holy name ! 
From Death and Hell he ralses,-— 
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What He has done for thee proclaim! 
Thy sins are all foi^iven, — 

With fear no more oppress'd, 
Thy seif, with hopes of heaveii, 

Reposest on his breast. 
When threat'ning dangers try thee, 

On him thy load is cast ; 
All evil that comes nigh thee 

But works thy good at last. 

He has to us expounded 
Hb Law, most holy, good and just ; — 

His Grace, to those unbounded, 
"Who on his faithful cov'nant trust. 
His wrath is soon abating. 

And lighter than our guilt ; 
His mercy, for us waiting, 

By kindness seeks to melt. 
When we wini grief are turning 

From sin, — ^liis rod he'll stay, — 
Far as the eve from moming 

Will put our sins away. 

As throbs of pity move hini 
Who hears his helpless children cry, 

So GoD, to them who love hiin, 
Is in affliction ever nigh. 

He knows we're dust ; — that sorrow 
Makes our enjoyments brief, 

Like grass that ^es to-morrow ; — 
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That,asthe Alling leaf 
Before the wind now flying, 

And now forever gone, — 
So, feeble man is dying, 

His hasty course is run. 

4 ünchanging is God's favor, 
No portion eise remalns secure ; 

But this abides forever 
To all who in his love endure. 
His truth has never felter'd 

To faith in ages past ; 
And never will be alter'd, 

While tiine and faith shall last 
Tben let us now be «nging 

His praise, as angels do — 
To Him their honors bringing 

In praises ever new ! 

5 Be honor, praise and blessing 
To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost ! 

And pray'r — that He increasing 
Our love for what shall please him most, 
We may, in faith abiding, 

From Him our comfort find, 
And, in his strength confiding 

With heart, and soul, and mind, 
On earth may live before him, 

While life endures, — ^and then, 
With angels may adore him 

Through endless life — ^Amen ! 



PouAnsn, d. 1541. 
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101 <^^ OXm FATHSB. 

Shall I not His praise be singing 

Who in glory reigns above :— 
Hirn my thanks and honors bringing, 

For the blessings of bis love 1 
Those, who with sincere endeavor 

Keep tbe way that He has shown, 

He will as bis children own, 
Yielding them a fiitber's fiivor. 

All things eise, their time will last^ 

But His love, wben Time is past 

2 As the eagle fondly hovers 

O'er its youiig defenseless brood, 
So my GoD from danger Covers, 

Granting me all needed good. 
With a father^s love he ey'd me, 

Wben began my Infant days; 

Ere my heart could mean his praise, 
He with watchful care supplied me. 

All things eise their time will last, 

But His love, wben Time is past. 

3 Gifts from every side, to nourish 

Me, — ^lo ! at his bidding come : 
Hills for me with verdure flourish, 

Valleys, too, for me must bloom : 
Beast^ and gi*ain, and herbage tender, 

Fish, and fowl, and loaded tree, 

From tho earth, and air, aod sea,' — 
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All, their weloame tribote renden 
Grifti, like tbese, a &tber prove, 
GoD ditplajs a &theFf love. 

4 For me, wretched — hopeless lying, — 

Worthy of bis wrath alone, 
He to sbame, and grie&, and dying, 

Gave hia well beloved Son. 
Who the love of Gtod can measure 1 
None of all our feeble raoe, — 
While, on ev^ry aide, we traoe 
Proo& that mercy is bis pleasure. 
Great mj sins, but bigb above 
Beacbes bis unbounded love. 

5 As my teacber, to direct me, 

He bas sent bis Spirit, too : 
Wbo, to comfort and protect me, 

Sbould bis scbemo of love pursue ; 
And, Mrbile I am sin bewaillng, 

Give rae bope; — in weakness, strength; 

Ligbt in daricness ; — tili, at length, 
I migbt sing bis grace uufailing, 

And, tbougb earthly griefs annoy, 

Triumpb still witb boly joy. 

6 Sball I, weary of confiding, 

Fear wbat sball the future bei 
Since on eartb Pve been residing, 

GoD bas daily car'd for me. 
Wbei^I tbink wbat be baa sent ne,-« 
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Comforts for my eftrthly home, 
Pledges for the life to come, — 
What more need I to content me 1 
Shall I my own weakness fear 1 
He^ my confidence, is near. 

7 O how many Springs of sadness 

Has my God in mercy dried ! 
And how many streams of gladness 

To my soul has He supplied ! 
When his purpose He's ooncealing, 

On his wisdom I will rest, — 

Still he's doing what is best, 
All my ills and anguish healing: 

His, a father's love to me, 

Has been, and will ever be. 

8 As a parent with affection 

Still regards an erring son, 
"VVhom aside from his direction 

Some temptation may have drawn: 
So, for faults, the God of mercies 

Chastens them who share his love, 

Not in wrath, such as they prove 
Who despise his threaten'd curses ; 

But that chast'ning, understood, 

May promote their greater good. 

ö Now he tries them with distresses, — 
But in these his love is found ; 
Then at last in glorjr blesses, 



I 
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And with joy the victor's crown'd. 

Thejr, who now in tears are sowing, 
Shall a joyful harvest reap : — 
Thoiigh, if need be, here they weep, — 

Soon, with rapture ever growing, 
They before the throne shall praise 
Hirn who guided all their ways. 

10 Sinoe, Lord, by thy boundless &yors 
Thou has shown a father's heart, 

Strengthen thou my weak endeavors 
Of a child to do the part ! 

What are sorrows here arising, 
If thou love me ? And, for this, 
I renounce all other bliss, 

Hopes and joys of earth despising : 
These but their brief time will last, 
But thy love, when Time is past 

P. GiBHAXD, d. 1676L 



102 * SPBEAD OF THE OOSPXL. 

To crown his griefe with due reward, 
6oD made his Son creation's Lord ; 
Bids all the earth his sceptre own. 
And bow the knee before his throne ; 

That all who live, should live to do his will ; 

And all that die, should seek his glory stilL 

2 The soeptre of the Son is right, 
Grace, Mercy, Peaoe in him unite ; 
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His lips the words of kindness teil, 

His jroke is mild ; nor will he fall, 
Where faith is shown, tx> make his promise good, 
His a>v'n£uit seal'd with his own precious blood. 

3 The way of life he renders piain ; 
And all may there an entrance gain 
Except the worldly wise, whose pride 
Caunot the humbling eross abide ; 

While none who enter but the way approve, 
And speak abroad their Savior's truth and love. 

4 The cloud of witnesses is there, 
The skies their Hallelujahs hear ; 
Now Christ, their captain, goes before, 
As yesterday, tbr evermore : 

Long as the land and ocean shall endure, 
The train of faithful witnesses is sure. 

5 A part have enter'd into rest, 

And with their Father's love are blest, 
Where Christ, the Lamb that onee was slain, 
And all his saints forever reign 
In Zion's city — ^peaeeful, pure abode,— 
Whose light and temple is the living God. 

6 They fiir around prodaim'd the word 
And wonder-working of their Lord : 
They urg'd to higher proofs of grace 
The brother loitVing in his race ; 

Then leaving kindred and their homes, they speä. 
O'er land and. sea, where'er the SpiHt led. 
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7 GoD^s Service still they gladly chose 
When SC0Ö8, reproach and danger rose ; 
Tbough scourg'd, and bound in dungeon-night, 
They nobly struggled in the fight ; 

Their faith and love the Holy Ghost sustain'd, 
Till arms of righteousness their vict'ry gain'd. 

8 They pilgrims were : — much sharae they bore, 
As all unknown, — as weak, and poor, 

As sorrowful, — and doom'd to die, 
Deceivers,— chasten'd frora on high: — 

But strong and true, — with life, joy, riches blest ; 

GoD knew them well : — they were of men the best. 

9 For such tbis world was far too low : 
The Son, before the Father, now 
Exalts these trophies of his love, 

To lead the choir of saints above : 
Where they, reflecting back his light divine, 
In cloudless glory shall forever shine. 

10 Now too, in that serene abode, 

They reap what here in grief they sow'd : 
But what is grie^ so quiekly past, 
Corapar'd with joys that always last ! 
Their souls the Lamb with living waters cheers^ 
From ev'ry cheek he wipes away their tears. 

11 He still before his people goes ; — 
When fears their progress would oppose, 
He points to crowns of righteousness 
Wbich all his servauts shall possessi 
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Whose love to souls can toil and danger i)rave, 
When toil and danger may the dying save. 

12 From rising lo the setting sun, 
The work of mercy is begun ; 
The heralds invitation give 

For all to share the feast, and live ; 
Of many call'd a chosen few comply, 
But most, by far, without the message die. 

13 May, Lord, the love whieh thou hast shown, 
That we to all should make it kno^Ti, 

First work in us to do thy will, 

Then, what thou wilt, bid us fulfill. 
If mov'd by love like thine, — cur moutb, and hand% 
And hearts, with joy, shall honor thy oommands. 

14 Heathens, wherever they may be, 
And Christians, all are known to thee ; 
They all, good Shepherd, need thy care,— 
Let all thy great salvation share ! 

Where sin prevails, let grace still more abound, 
Till, through the earth, thy praises shall resound ! 
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To US, O GoD, impart thy grace, 
Thy Holy Spirit sending ; 

So cheer us with thy smiling face, 
A pledge of life uoending, 
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That we may leam what thou hast wrought, 
What best will meet thy pleasure ; 

Then, of the bliss by Jesus bought, 
To heathens teach the measure, 
That they, too, may enjoy it 

2 The heathen, from their idols free, 

Their thanks and honors bringing, 
' And all the world, shall yet in thee 
Rejoice : with rapture singiDg — 
" Thou art our Buler here below, 

" And sin no more shall lead us, 
" Thy Word the path of peace will show, 
" With bread of life will feed us, — 
** And bring our souls to heaven." 

3 O when will all the nations leam 

To praise thee by well-doing ! 
The Earth to thee fron» ^ror tum, 

Her tribes thy grace pursuing ! 
Now bless US, Father, and the Son, 

And bless us, Holy Spirit ! 
By all to Thee be honors done, 

As well thy favors merit ! 

Amen, Lobd! Hallelujah! 

21 LuTHB, d. 154& 
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Ye people of the Lord, arise ! 

Whose wants are met with fiill supplies 
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Where Springs and brooks are flowing ; 
Look forth upon the heathen waste, 
Where millions on to min haste, 

Of peace or hope unknowing : 
Around them, all is parch'd and drear, 
While hüls and vales your prospect cheer« 

2 Think what is told of Arab land 
Where pilgrims sink in sultry sand, 

While thirst to madness ui^es ; 
The mimic sea roUs wildly round 
The rocks, that scatter'd there are found ; 

Now, onward move its surges : 
It comes — the deadly, fierce Simoom ; 
And desert-ships* await their doom. 

3 So Stands the heathen world reveal'd, 
A Wide, but unproductive field, 

The drought its plains consuming : 
Yet eyen there, with cheerful green, 
Like Islands in the ocean seen, 

Are oäses, feir blooming, 
Where palms with clust'ring fruit abound, 
And Elim-springs f refresh the ground. 

4 For there, beneath the spreading shade, 
You hear the cry for mercy made, — 

The songs deliv'rance teaches : 

* Anbs ciOl the coiiMt '•the ship of tbedoMl«* 
t See Exodus, X7, 87. 
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See converts flock in decent dress, 
Where Grod bis people meets to bless 

By what bis herald preacbes. 
The desert rises out of nigbt, 
As Garmel fair, as Sharon brigbt. 

5 Wbat makes that dreary land so fair 1 
What sheds the dews of Hermon therel 

Of fruits, so rieb a treasure? 
Tis pray'r ! — ^Be ready then to pray, 
And thus to beathen lands convey 

A good no one can measure l 
The seed, that praying Christians sow, 
In blissful barvest there shall grow. 

6 O hearest this, my sluggisb soul ? 
Wby yield to Earth undue control ? 

Thyself, — ^wby waste and fallow ? 
Thou fain wouldst bave the desert bloora- 
From flinty rocks can water come ? 

Or honey from the aloe 1 
Let fervent pray'r confess thy shame ! 
Thy wish approve ! thy zeal inflame ! 

7 Lord Jesus, from thy throne above, 
On nations shed abroad thy love, 

That in the desert languish ! 
They all, of right, belong to thee, 
Thou didst upon th' accursed tree, 

To save them, sink in anguish. 
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Our ev'ry grief to Ihee is known, 
Think too, dear Savior, of thy own ! 

8 Let oäses thy praises sound, 
And daily multiply around, 

•The wilderaess possessing ! 
Till earth a paradise shall seem, 
The dark Dead-sea with verdure gleam, 

The poles too, greet the blessing, — 
And all our race thy name adore 
In evVy land, from shore to shore. 
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OüR leave of country now is taken, 

O ur ship is coursing o'er the waves ; 
The joys of kindred are forsaken, 

Our fathers' homes, our fathers' graves : 
In calm, or in the storm's commotion, 

On GoD alone can we rely, — 
He isenough : — nor sky, nor ocean 

Escapes the notice of his eye. 

2 To life, or death, — may be our passage, — 
He Orders this as seems him best : 

Who rightly bear the gospel message, 
Will never seek on earth their rest. 

To Him our faith is daily given,— 
His promise is forever &st, 
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And "Hope^ oar ancbor fix'd in heaven, 
Will thither bring our souls at last 

8 Eternal love, where'er it call us, 

Deserves that we the call attend, 
Pursuing on, whate'er befall ua, 

Until our lifo itself shall end. 
The heart shall here meet no delusion, 

Tfaough ev'ry other hope betray ; 
He cost we 've counted,— our condusion 

Is firmly made, — and we obey. 

4 The Christian fiunily, divided, 

Are over land and ocean spread ; 
Yet by one spirit they are guided — 

By &ith in Christ, their living Head : 
And as one sin, one condemnation 

Involv'd in ruin all our race, — 
So too, one hope of free salvation 

Inspires alike the heirs of grace. 

5 T is sweet when, each for all intreating 

And all united in the Son, 
They daily find a happy meeting 

Of spirits, at their Father's throne, 
llieir bodies only, space can sever, 

While in the vale of time they weep : 
They sow in tears, but soon forever 

Shall they a blissful harvest reap. 

6 Yes, soon will our last toil be over, 

And Christ will bring us to our rest : 
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Our lost ones we shall there reooyer, 

And we together shall be blest. 
For trials, — then our triumphs telliog ; — 

Yorfaithy — we then shall live by nght; — 
For tears^ — with joy shall be our dwelling, — 

For skades of death^ — ^fair Eden's light 

A. KHArr, 1». ITML 
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New the pilgrim, sad and weaiy, 
Finds here a deaert wild and dreary, 

With shades of death and darkness fill'd,- 
Soon, with groves of palm surrounded, 
The peaceful city shall be founded, 

Which, for his glory, Christ shall build. 
In splendid colors dress'd, 
On sapphires it shall rest 
Doors and Windows 
Of crystal rare, And turrets fair 
Of liehest gems, shall glitter there. 

2 There, amid this palace royal, 
A countless host, well tried and loyal, 

Shall see the glory of their Lord ; 
All their fears and sorrows ended, 
Shall they, with peace and joy attended,, 

Reeeive from Hirn their ridi reward. 
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Hie orown of righteousness 
Shall there his people bless : 
No destroyer 
Shall thither steal To work their ill, — 
But Oirist will there his grace fulfill. 

3 When \ will be, — seek not to know it ! 
W)io guides, in his own time will show it, 

And his own time is always best 
Heraids he abroad is sending, 
That they, to all his grace commending, 
May bring them all to seek his rest 
Enough for us to know 
What he would have us do 
Till the harvest. 
The world's wide field Its fruit must yield,- 
The ransom was for all reveal'd. 



Teil it now with joyful praises — 

** The Prince of Life his palace raises ! " 

O'er land and sea the tidings sound ! 
Not in vain his invitation, — 
The messengers of his salvation 
Proclaim it to the poor around. 
Beneath the buming sky 
They to their work apply — 
Daily sowing : 
His Word He '11 keep — Though now they weep, 
With joy shall they the harvest reap. 
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5 SeeiDg growth, they are requited : 
With tears of joy, wilh souls deligbted, 

First fruits they now are bringing on : 
Where the ground to drought was given, 
Head, hands, and hearts they lift to heayen, 
Admiring what the Lord has done. 
All fresh with moming dew, 
Green fields spring up to view, 
Breathing fragrance. 
For bitter sighs Glad songs arise, 
While hope anticipates the prize. 

6 But the Lord, by varied trial, 
Oft proves bis heralds' self-denial, 

And makes them wait, and toil, and moum ; 
Oft will let fierce storrns o'ertake them, 
To hunger, thirst, and want forsake theüi, 
To gloom their fairest prospects turn. 
In bis own chosen way 
His wisdom He '11 display, 
Clearly teaching — 
While deepest night Brings on the light — 
That what He does is always right 

7 Knowing tbis, shall fears beguile us ? * 
Though traitors, leagued with foes, revile us, 

Our onward course let us pursue ! 
They that, shame for Jesus bearing, 
Will persevere, his way preparing, 

Shall safely reach his glory too ; — 
14 
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There, with the Son of God, 

To join, in blest abode, 
All the pious : 
And freely own — Through grace alone 
Their works of love and faith were done. 

8 Ever shall thy praise be glorious, 
When, over all their ills victorious, 
Thy saints unite in tuneful strlfe. 
They, from death by thee deliver'd, 
Shall from ihy love no more be sever'd,— 
Such is thy will, thou Prince of Life. 
The World, Lord, rests on thee, — ^ 
Thy World with pity see ! 
Showing merey 
To him whose days Are pray'r and praise, — 
To him who yet in error strays ! 

A. Enapt, b. 179S. 



107 *BAPnßM. 

Jesus, our Lord, to Jordan came, — 
Such was the Father's pleasure, — 

From John baptismal rite to claira, 
Fulfilling duty's raeasure : 

Then would himself prepare a bath 
To cleanse from guilt our spirits. 

And, dying, would abolish death 
By his own blood, whose merits 
Should give life new and endless. 



108 
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2 And now through earth to ev'ry ooasi, 

Ye heralds, bear the sentence— 
The World, in sin and mis'ry lost, 

" Must die without repentance ! 
** Believers, by the water seal'd, 

" Shall share in his salvation, 
" New life, within their souls reveal'd, 

" Shall fear no condemnation, 

" But lead them on to glory." 

3 Here, only water meets the eye, — ^ 

But faith, the promise reading, 
Beholds the price of joys on high, 

Paid while the Lamb was bleeding : 
Here elearly sees the crimson flood 

Which Christ has shed to save us, — 
To purify the tainted blood 

Which our first parents gave us, 

And we have more corrupted. 

M. LiJiBBi, d. 154«. 



In Death's dark prison Jesus lay, 

When he for us had suffer'd ; 
And rising thence to endless day, 

Immortal life has ofFer'd. 
With songs of praise would we rejoice, — 
GoD ever loves a thankful voice, — 

Let aU sing " Hallelujah ! " Hallelujah ! 
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2 0*er Death none eise could vict'ry win.— 
Death — ^'tis the sinner's wages ; 
And all our race were slaves of sin, — 

Wlule sin, in all its stages, 
Cbnferr'd on Death a fearful right, 
And arm'd him with resistless might — 
Man was his helpless victim. HaHelujah. 

' 3 Bat Jesus Christ, the Son of God, 

For sin the vengeance bearing, 
Has fer from us remov'd its load, 

From Death, the monster, tearing 
His dread dominion and his pow'r, 
Nor Death can work our mischief more, 

His sting no more can härm us. Hallelujah. 

4 The war, which Death and Life maintain'd, 

Was one of fear and wonder ; 
But Life a glorious vict'ry gain'd. 

And broke our bands asunder. 
The sacred scriptures clearly show 
How death of Christ gave Death a blow 

From which he'll ne'er recover. Hallelujah ! 

5 In Christ we see that Paschal lamb 

By which our hopes are guided 
To where his cross from guilt and shame 

A ransom has provided. 
His blood, to US by faith applied, 
Secures our life, for which he died. 

And saves from the Destroyer. Hallelujah! 
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6 With sacred joy we keep the feast 

That teils Redemption's story ; 
For all our light His name be bless'd, 

Our morning star of glory ! 
Alone the beams that He imparts 
Dispel the gloom of contrite hearts, 

Of sin dispel the darkness. HaHelujah ! 

7 This holy meal we highly prize, 

To which our God invites us : 
Old leaven now our taste denies, 

The truth alone delights us : 
And Christ himself is here our food 
To feed our souls with endless good, — 

Our faith desires none other. Hallelujah ! 

M. Lfihb, d. 1M& 



109 BELIEF TO THE POOB. 

Thk poor are waiting at your door, 

In their relief be ready ! 
With lib'ral band impart your störe, 

Be mindful of the needy ! 
There, hungry, naked, see them stand, — 
With what the Lord has fill'd your band, 

Be mindful of the needy. 

2 The poor — their sighing is not good — 
O strive then to remove it ! 
The fiivor on the poor bestow'd — 
GrOD will himself approve it. 
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Oothe ye the naked when they plead, 
And with your bread the hungry feed, — 
Remember thus the needy ! 

3 They thirst — then freely give them drink, 

As if to Christ 't were offer'd : 
Ofhis reium let Christians think 

Who for his people suffer'd, 
And at his ooming will reward 
Them who shall now his poor rcgard. 

Forget not ye the needy ! 

4 The poor for us their pray'rs will send 

For blessings rieh and endless. 
And was not Jesus poor ? — a friend 

To US— eise poor and friendless ? 
That, through his poverty and pain, 
We might the bliss of angels gain ? 

O Christians, help the needy ! 

5 But in God's name let all be done 

That to the poor is given ; 
Then Jesus will the doing own 

On earth, and too in heaven. 
And when he comes— on that blest day — 
With joy you'U hear your Savior say — 

Ye to myself kave done it ! 
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Füll of wonder, füll of skill, 
Füll of wisdom, füll of might, 

Füll of mercy and good-will, 
Füll of com fort and delight, — 

Füll of wonder— once again — 

Is of love the marriage chain. 

2 Who have strangers always been, — 

Never were together brought, — 
Neither by the other seen, — 

Never of each other thought — 
These has God, their hearts and hands 
Bound in love's ehdearing bands. 

3 Here an in&nt is at nurse, 

There another's bom afar ; 
Both pursue their random oourse, 

Each of each is unaware : 
But the wand'rers yet shall come 
And together find a honie. 

4 This one proves a worthy son, 

Hiat a lovely daught^ growa, 
Each to form the other's crown, 

Each to soothe the other^s woes, 
E 4ch to be the other's light — 
But to both 't is hid in night ; — 

5 Till when best it pleases Him 

Who directs the lots of all, — 
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Where and how it best may seein 

Makes to eaeh his portion fall ; — 
Then will shine in open day 
What before in darkness laj» 

6 Men on earth at length shall see 

What their Gron saw long before ; 
What on high was his decree, 

Done on earth, reveals his pow'r : 
Counsels there his wisdom show 
Guiding well events below. 

7 We may often think, in pride, 

Things much better might have been ; 
But shall night the sunbeams chide, 

TeacMng brightness how to shine ? — 
Better so— than feeble man 
Should etemal wisdom scan. 

8 Sunder not what God has joined ! 

None but He knows what is best : 
Often errs the human mind, 

In his thoughts no errors rest. 
What he wills he will sustain, 
Other plans are made in vain. 

9 See the pious loving pair 

Whom the ties of marriage hold ! 
Who so much enjoy his care ? 
Who, with blessings manifold, 
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Find the duties they attend 
Leading to such happy end ? 

10 Virtue here, extorting praise, 

Blooms while lifo itself shall last ; 
Other love in bloom decays, 

Like vain shadows soon is past 
Perish, all around that 's tnie ! 
Tnith in them is ever new. 

11 Love with them, as fresh as morn, 

Vigor to itself afibrds : 
Love and truth their board adom, 

Sweetly temper all their words ; 
Love secures the heart repose 
From its troubles and its woes. 

12 When their comforts suffer loss, 

Love abides their comfort still ; 
Bowing, well they bear the cross, 

Say ing— " 't is our Father's will ! " 
Cheer'd amid the present gloom, 
Hoping better days to oome. 

13 Streams from God with blessings flow, 

All their varied wants to meet : 
Olive-plants around them grow, 

Till their house is now complete ; 
What at first was weak and few, 
Now is strong and many too. 
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14 And on earth when God has done 

All fo^ them he meant to do, — 
Led by him, wheu they have gone 

Through, all he would lead them through, — 
With himself, to share his love, 
They diaJl rise to joys above. 

15 Füll of raercy, — say I still, — 

Füll of comfort and delight, 
Füll of wonder, füll of skill, 

Füll of wisdom, füll of might, 
Füll of wonder — say again — 
Is of love the marriage chain. 

? P. Gbulisd, d. 1670L 
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AwAKE, my soul, from sleep arise ! 

The night away is driven, 
The beams of morning eheer the skies, 

The sun is bright in heaven. 
Now raise thy thoughts in pray'r to God 
That he may shed his grace abroad, 

His mercy shine around thee, 

2 The light brings work, to each his own — 
All should be up and doing : 
The birds with carols hail the dawn, 

Their Maker's praise pursuing ; 
So, with the sun's reviving raya, 
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Men to their God should offer praise, 
Whose light for them is shining : — 

3 Then let them to their labors go, 

Relying on his favor ; 
And teäch their gratitude to flow 

In cheerful, prompt endeavor, 
That, while his goodness shines around, 
No idle hour with them be found, — 

But each with virtue shining. 

4 Day after day its light affords, 

Yet oft God's work is slighted ; 
While, without deeds, with empty word« 

His favors are requited. 
Lord, may these idlers work at length,— 
O give them grace, and will, and strengüi, 

While light to them is shining. 

5 Thy word our duty renders piain 

To US thy faith professing ; 
Stand by us too— it eise were vain— 

And aid us with thy blessing ! 
Thy saving truth, thy pow'r and grace, 
Send through the world from place to place, 

Far as the sua is shining ! 

6 In mercy, Lord, our hearts prepare 

To ans wer thy good pleasure ! 
Be piety our constant care ! 
Of love increase our measure ! 
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May godlj fear our pathway lead 
A&r from evil thought or deed — 
Thj Spirit in us shining. 

7 The light of &ith be ever mine, 

A light serene and steady ! 
May meeknesa my adoming shlne, 

By fiivors done the needy ! 
True wisdom let my lips impart, 
A wisdom flowmg from the heart — 

And thus my light be shining ! 

8 Keep me, dear Savior, in thy sight, 

And guard my soul from danger ; 
O guide me by thy holy light, 

A pilgrim and a stranger, 

Till I shall reach the city, where 

The saints thy love forever share, 

With endless glory shining. 

p. Lagkmakh, d. ins. 
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Mt heart its ineense buming, 

111 offer thanks and praise, 
Now, with return of moming. 

And through all future days ; 

PU praise thee on thy throne, 
Great source of ev'ry blessing, 
My song to thee addressing 

Tlirough Qirist, thy only Son. 
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2 Thy mercy asks my praises! 

This kept me through the night ; 
And now from sleep it raises, 

To greet the dawning light 

This too it is that hath 
My many sins forgiven, 
Which, in the face of heaven, 

So oft provok'd thy wrath. 

3 In mercy still direct me 

Throughout the Coming day : 
From Satan's wiles protect me, 

From sin, and from dismay : 

Defend from fire and storm, 
From want and ev'ry weakness, 
From sorrow and from sickness, 

From sudden death's alarm, 

4 For me and my well-being, 

For all on earth that's mine, 
I trust thy overseeing : — 

My household — it is tliine ; 

By loan to me.they came 
Who hold with me connection, 
By kindred or affection : — 

All that I have or am, 

5 Let angels keep their Station, 

Nor cease their guard of me, 
Averting all temptation 

Would draw my soul from thee ! 
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Thy shield hold thou above ! 
Then nothing shall distress me, 
To duty ni address me, 

Kejoicing in thy love. 

6 Thy plan of grace pursuing, 

To me thy grace impart ! 
Direet, in all Fm doing, 

The wishes of my heart ! 

To Thee I all confide ;— 
The Store my wants supplying, 
Myself too, living — dying, — 

Thy pleasure now abide. 

7 In this I nothing waver, 

But gladly say — ^Amen ! 
Through Christ, thy constant favor 

Makes all my pathway piain : 

ril do, with cheerfui band — 
The work thy word enjoins me, 
Or providence assigns me, 

For this my pilgrim-stand. 

J. Matthxsius, d. 1565. 
Tbe daily morning hymn of Qustayiu Adolphoa^ 
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Thk day is gone, — the weary sun declining 
Behind the hüls, — and now the stars are shining, — 
But Jesus, Sun ofrighteousness, abide, 
Nor fix>m my soul thy gracious presence hide ! 
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2 T were utter darkness here, if thou should Ml me, 
Whftre all the pow'rs of evil would assail me, 

And plunge me into deeps of endless night, 
Without one star to sbed its glimm'ring light 

3 Accept, O GoD of grace, for daily favors, 
Which now and ever prompt to good endeaTors, 

My offer'd thanks ! — and may their incense rise, 
By love's pure fiame enkindled from the skies. 

4 Of ev^ry wrong this day I've done before thee, 
Through thy dcar Son, for pardon I implore thee: 

And when in sleep I rest my weary head, 
Be still thy wings of love around me spread ! 

5 And from the foe — ^from injuries whatever 
Beset my couch, I pray thee, Lord, deliver ; 

May angels through the night their watch prolong, 
Then wake my soul to join their moming 90Dg»^ 

6 And when life's day by night shall be o'ertaken, 
May then my soul, its faith in thee unshaken, 

From Death's dark vale, with angels soar away 
To where thy presence makes etemal day. 
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1 Thoü ouly GoD, the Three in One, 
Eternal is thy shining throne ; 
The Sun on us forbears to shine, 
O cheer our souls with light divine! 
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2 At mom to thee we ofier'd praise, 

With thanks our evening song we raise, — • 
For all thy love would honor thee 
Now, onward, — ^through eternity, 

3 Our Father, pnuse to thee we glve, 
Hiou Son of GoD, our praise receive ! 
Thou Holy Ghost, we grace implore 
To praise our God forevermore. 

M.LüiHB,d.lß4d. 



116 * 8AHBATH MORNINÖ. 

AwAXB ! awake ! — ^to holy thoughts aspire ! 
And bid the world with all its cares, retire ! 
This day creation's work had its beginning, 
This day God spake — and light around was shining, 

2 Let earth in vain to-day thy service crave ! 
This is the day that Jesus left the grave, 

And thus proclaim'd redemption's work was ended, 
This day his Spirit on his church descended, 

3 This holy day calls thee to holiness, 

And now the Lord his people waits to bless : 
Rest from thy labor ! worldly thoughts repelling, 
That He may find in thee a grateful dwelling. 

4 Six days the body for itself obtains, 
One day, oue only for the soul rcmains ; 
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Tis surely well to give one day in seven, 
To fit the soul for happiness and heaven. 

5 Each week must leave thee many sins to moum, • 
This day, to God for his forgiveness tum ; 
Implore of Jesus that his word may teach ihee, 
And, through the week, with timely wamings readi 

thee, 

6 Six days God blesses thee, protects and feeds ; 
To-day he looks how all his care sucoeeds : 
This day too, for the rest its pray'rs addressing, 
Should seek from God, on all the week, a blessing. 

7 God ev'ry week gives thee its seven days,— 
Give back the first devoted to his praise, 
That he may crown with &vors the remainder. 
And own the thanks thy grateful heart shall render. 

8 On this blest day God's holy kingdom seek, 
Unmov'd by all the taunts that scoffers speak ; 

The shame is theirs — ^but thine the gain and pleasure, 
For grace in thee shall thus enlarge its measure. 

9 If this, the day of God, be thy delight, 

To thee thy dearest hopes will he requite : 

In God, this day, with all thy cares eonfide thee. 

He will, doubt not, all needed good provide thee. 

10 Butif thou disregard this sacred due. 

Fear lest his plagues shall all the week pursue : 
Who honor God, — them God will crown with fiivor ; 
Who treat with scorn, must bear his soom forever. 

J. H. Causiüb, d. iToa. 
14 
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116 *8AB8ATH XTEHING. 

Thb Sabbath now is over, 
What most I would discover 

Its Lord has shown to me : 
He by bis truth has led me, 
With bread of b'fe has fed me, 

And from its thirst my soul is free* 

2 My hcart on God is resting. 
And now, no care molesting, 

I welcome balmy sleep : 
No drend of ili alarms me, 
With hope bis Spirit arms me, 

My eyes no anxious vigils keep. 

3 Etemal source of being, 
Now, thy salvation seeing, 

My soul on thee is cast : 
Beueath thine eye of favor, 
To cheer each good endeavor, 

My gloomy doubts and fears are past 

4 L#et them who, still in sorrow, 
From sleep no rest can borrow, 

Tum thither their regard 
Where day of rest that 's endless 
Bhall bless the poor and friendless, 

And give to faith a rieh reward : 
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5 But peaceful now my slumber, — 
Each breath wiil angels number 

With ever watchful care ; 
The World away is driven, 
I '11 dream of Gtod and heaven, 

And, when I wake, may find me tliere. 

B, SCHKOLKI, d. 1787. 
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Thank God ! — another stage of time 
To life has brought rae nearer, — 

That endless life of joys sublime 
By earthly cai-es made dearer. 

Thou Spring whence all our bleasings flow, 

When close my pilgrim-days below, 
Thal life thou* It give in heaven. 

2 I count each day, and monüi, and year, 

Time's weary prc^ess chiding, 
Until Eternity appear 

With life that is abiding : 
Then what was frail in me before 
Shall, lost in Thee, be feit no more, 

And I shall bo immortal. 

3 My heart with love intensely glows, 

Its fiame by thee was lighted ; 
From care my spirit finds repose, 
By faith to thee united ; 



SS8 HTlOrS FBOM THE aEBMAH. 

I live in thee, and thou in me, 
May still the cords, that bind to thee, 
Be drawn around more closely ! 

4 O come, Lord Jesus, quickly come ! 

The moments all I number ; 
O haste, and bear me joyful horae, 

Nor wait for death's cold slumber : 
Come now, in all thy glory, Lord, 
Behold, my lamp is all prepar'd, 

My loins about are girded. 

5 Yet with thy wisdom let it rest — 

The time of thy appearing ! 
Withhold my wish, if seem thee best, 

But lend a gracious hearing ! 
Thy Coming, Lord, will I expect. 
And evermore my hopes direct 

To meet thee at thy Coming. 

6 I '11 now rejoice that nothing can 

From thee my spirit sever : 
That I, without the fear of man, 

May call thee mine forever : 
77ien, Lord of life, thou 'It own me thine, 
And in thy liiteness I shall shine 

An heir with thee of glory. 

7 I well may offer thanks and praise, 

That one more year is ended ! 
And thus of Time's appointed days. 
So many are expended. 
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That hold me back from what I love 
In that Jerusalem above 
Where saints prodaim thy praises. 

8 When hands aie weak and weary grown, 

And when my knees are feeble, 
Thy strength be in my weakness shown, 

My feebleness make stable ! 
Supply my will with needed poVr, 
And heavenward with joy I '11 soar, 

Nor ever sink desponding. 

9 Go on, my soul, renew'd in faith, 

And of success assure thee ! 
With Christ in view, ne'er from the path 

Let earthly toys allure thee ! 
Time seems a loit'rer in his oourse, 
Haste then, as with an eagle's foroe, 

On wings of love borne upward. 

10 My soul already, Lord, to thee 
Its flight had well nigh taken : 

My love, constrain'd by thine to me, 
This World had quite forsakeo. 

Let years their tardy circuit run, 

With me eternity 's begun, 
When I can live in Jesus. 

A. H. Fbakxx, d. ITSr. 

Written on the day of bis leaving Erfarth, whenoe he wm banlshed hj 
the Elector of Mentz, to stop his preaching. 
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118 NEW TSAB'S HYMN. 

Comb, let us humbly bow before him, 

Who raade us, and bis mercy own ! 
With praise and thanks let us adore him, 

For all the wonders he has done ! 
FuU soon are naonths and years expended, 

When past, He forms their train anew : 
For, while their hasty course is ended, 

J7e still remains — ^ the Good and Tnie.'* 

2 Thou, Lord, forever art abiding, — 

The GoD— of old, now, evermore, — 
But we, the prey of Time are gliding, 

Like hurried stream along the shore. 
Each day for us is life diminish'd, 

As onward speeds its rapid flight : — 
To iheCy all years, tili Time is finisli'd, 
* Are as a summer's fleeting night 

3 Thy grace and truth for our direction 

Are Gonstant as thy being is : 
Hiou promptest ev'ry right afFection, 

And teachest how thy seif to please : 
Our earthly progress thou hast guarded 

From countless ills that others bear ; 
And, with a fiither's heart awarded 

Whatever speaks a father's care. 

4 As ocean-sands, beyond our telling, 

Thy gifte 't were vain attempt to teil : 
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While dieir amount our sins are swelling, 
Thy proofs of kindness onward swell : 

And when of mercies now admonish'd, 
By ev'ry year around us thrown, 

We well may cry, with souls astonishM, 
^ Why, Lord, to us sudi mercies shown I ** 

5 The by-gone year, as on it hasted, 

Gave US eight thousand hours and more ; 
Of these, though we füll many wasted, 

Each brought its blessing to our door. 
Ab, LoKD, we 're less than any blessiug 

Of tbine, which any hour supplies ; 
And evVy hour, its Claims addressing, 

Bids our unwearied thanks arise. 

6 For Jesus' sake, extend thy favor 

To meet my wants the Coming year, 
Nor leave my thoughts in doubt to waver — 

If He will yet my friend appear. 
My sins of former years — forgive them ! 

This year, help me thy ways pursue ! 
Thy graces — in my soul revive them ! 

My failh, and hope, and love renew ! 

7 Grant me, of life's success and pleasure, 

Just what thou seeest will be best ! 
Of cares and crosses — needed measure — 

Lest in the world I seek my rest ! 
No wish for goods of earth, that perish 

And with its hopes must pass away ; — 
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That good alone lead me to cherish, 
Which, like the soul, shall always stay ! 

8 The State — ^by honest men be guided ! 

The people — hy no wrong oppress'd I 
The church — ^with saviDg truth provided ! 

The nations — join'd in peace be blest ! 
The scatter'd, Lord, in pity gather ! 

The poor, supply ! — disease remove ! 
The widow's stay, — ^the orphan's &ther 

Be thou ! — the dying raise above ! 

9 While here I live, whate'er befall me, 

Thy blessing with it, all is well ; 
And if from earth this year shall call me, 

Receive me then with thee to dwell ! 
For Chris t's own sake, my Father, hear me ! 

When flesh shall feil, my soul sustain ! 
Yes, Lord, thou ever wilt be near me, 

While that dear name I plead. — Amen ! 

O. G. OoxTz, d. 174& 
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That / shall die, füll well I know. 
All human life is short and frail : 

No lasting good can earth bestow, 
All portion here must quickly fail ; 

In mercy, Lord, direet my ways, 

That 1 in peace may end my days. 
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2 When I shalt die, is all unknowD, 

Except to thy omniscient mind : 
And lest, with life, my hopes be gone, 

May I from thee such favor find, 
That I may always be prepar'd 
For death, and for thy great award. 

3 How / shall die, to ask were vain ; 

Death does his work in varied forms ; 
Some writhe with agonies of pain, 

And some sin^ peaceful in his arms. 
Just OS thou m/^;— ifj when 'tis past, 
My soul be found with thee at last. 

4 Whkrb I shall die, — ^I know it not, 

Nor where my ashes shall be laid ; 
Only be it my happy lot 

With saints redeem'd to leave the dead, — 
Small care to me the place afFords,— 
The earth throughout is all the Loed's. 

5 But when in death I shall recline, 

Then let my soul ascend to thee ! 
Through Christ's redemption I am thine, 

By faith his glories now I see, — 
T will all be well ! I little prize — 
WTiere, How, or When, this body dies. 

B. ScmiOLKi, d. 178T. 
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120 ♦dEATH MADE WKLCOMB. 

All must die ! — ^there 's no redemption ; 

Flesb — ^'t is all alike but grass ! 
None that live can plead exemption, 

SAurrs through deatk to glory pass. 
This vile body here must perish, 
Ere immortal it can cherish 

Holy joyS) the free reward 

For the ransom'd of the Lord. 

2 Life cm earth can I then covet 

LoQger than my 6od shall please 1 
When above he would remove it, 
I will greet the souPs release. 
For, through what my Savior suffer'd, 
Freedom from the curse is offer'd ; 
He has promis'd, — and to faith 
Gives the vict'ry over Death. 

3 Death — ^for me the Savior bore it, — 

Dying — won for me the prize : 
Life — He will in bliss restore it, — 

Shall I not then joyful rise 
From this world of sin and anguish, 
To that World for which I languish, — 

There the Three in One to praise, 

With bis saints through endless days 1 

4 Happy spirits, ever-living, 

Tbousand thousands all as oae, ' 
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RoVd in light, their worship giving, 

There rejoice befbre the throne. 
There the seraphim are shining, 
Evermore in chorus joiuing — 

" Holy ! Holy ! Holy Lord ! 

** Be thj holy name ador'dl " 

5 Worthies, there, of sacred story, 

Prophets, patriarchs are met ; 
There, apostles too, in glory 

Fill their thrones by Jesus set ; 
All the saints that have ascended 
Age on age, through time extended, 

There, in blissful concert sing 

Hallelujahs to their King^ 

[6 Friends in Christ, whose forras, with weeping, 
We ourselves to earth consign'd, 

While their dust in dust is sleeping, 
Mansions there of promise find. 

There the pleasures never weary, 

Prospects never shall be dreary, — 
Lo ! they beckon us to come, 
Where with Jesus is their Home,'] 

7 O Jerusalem, thou fiiirest ! 

In thy King how greatly blest ! 
Praising, thou his splendor sharest 

Through thy streets of holy rest : 
Joy and peaee in thee united, 
By no fear of cbange are blighted, 
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Balmy fragrance cheers the day, 
Which no night shall drive away. 

8 Yes ! methinks I now behold it, — 

That fair city of delight, 
Now the robe — around me fold it, 

Robe of dazzling, purest white. — 
There — ^a crown of victVy wearing, 
There — ^befdl^ the throne appearing, 

Mingle with the heirs of bliss, 

Where Hosannas never cease. 

j. Gt, ALBXKim, d. 1709. 
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Happy the man who seeks the prize, 
And in the faith of Jesus dies ! 
Thrice happy ! when from sin releas'd, 

He finds his rest 
In God's own city with the blest. 

2 Men, wom with cares tili life is gone, 
Seek many things, yet need but one : 
Mortals, your vain pursuits forsake, 

His counsel take, 
And GoD your endless portion make ! 

3 Why toil for earth to dying day 1 
Poor as you came, you'll go away : 
Tbis World resigu, its joy and care ! 
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Forheav'n prepare, 
And plaoe your heart and treasure there ! 

4 See that your peace with God be made 
Ere you are summon'd to the dead, 
Who warn you — ^''AU our day is past ; 

" Yours glides in haste ; 
" While any hour may be the last ! " 

5 No one is found so rieh—- or poor, 
No head so tall, — heart so secure, 
Of none the moniing dawns so fair, 

That Death will spare : — 
The common lot we all must share. 

6 To tenants of this vale of gloom, 
What ray of hope can cheer the tomb 1 

T is thine, O Lord, whose sov'reign might, 

From Death's drear night, 
Brought immortality to light. 

7 Thy words of grace are sounding high— 
" Who trust in me shall never die ! " 
Thy cross, thy grave, thy life anew, 

Thy glory too, 
Bring our inheritance to view. 

8 Our graves of rest are raany here, 
Many our glorious mansions where 
Our faith a place to us has shown 

Before the throne, 
Prepar'd for us by Qirist the Son. 
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9 Hs is the Lord of endless doom, — 
He testiiies — ** I quickly come ! " 
** So come, Lord Jesus ! " Hoping then 

With thee to reign, — 
We long to hear thy glad "Amen ! " 
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How heedless, how secure is man ! 

A diild of dust, — ^his life a span, — 

Lest thoughts of death bis peace should mar, 

He puts the evil day afar. 

2 The stripUng thinks old age is sure, — 
The man^ — ^that Iffe will long endure, 
The old hope yet another year, — 
And no mistake do any fear. 

3 T were viun pretense, if these should teil — 
" We oft on death have ponder'd well : " 
Whom death has none the wiser made, 
No due regard to death has pald. 

4 By Time Etemity is fix'd, 

This World prepares us for the next ; 
And here our life we should employ, 
To gain a life of endless joy. 

5 Death to that bar the spirit brings, 
Where God will judge all secret things : 
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What man from man oonoeals with care, 
Would vainly hope ooncealment there. 

6 And Death comes oflen loy surprise,— 
Be ready ! — such alone are wise : 
Thy faith by oonstant trial prove, 
Wbether 't is feith that works by love. 

7 A sigh, reserv'd for dying breath,^ 
A wish, through the Redeemer's death, 
Before his throne to stand approv'd-r- 
Can never show thy guilt removM. 

8 A heart that trusts the sacred word, 
'Grainst ev'ry sin maiutains a guard, — 
Where faith, and hope, and love unite — 
In this the Savior takes delight. 

9 With care must holiness be songht, 
Though by the pow'r of GfoD 'tis wrought ; 
ITe works, when, with a holy zeal, 

Thy seif would all the work fulfiU. 

10 The thing for which thou here shouldsl live^ 
For its possession mainly strive, 

And value most when it is gain'd,— ^ 
Is virtue through thy faith attain*d. 

11 They who in lifo their God revere, 
And, viewing their departure near, 
In holiness shall seek to grow, — 
The sting of Death will never know. 
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12 How oft this duty I forsake ! 

Do not for vengeaDce, Lord, awake, 
But Death keep ever in my view, 
That virtue's path I may pursue : — 

13 That I my heart may daily try, 
As under thine all-searching eye, 
If there the Savior's love be found, 
If there the Spirit's fruits abound : — 

14 That I may trust thy grace alone, 
When all thy service here is done, — 
And shout, while Death inflicts his doom, * 
** Tis finish'd ! Come, Lord Jesus, come ! " 

C. F. GiLLisT, d. 1769. 
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Why so alarm'd, my deathless spirit, 
On looking forward to the tomb 1 

It cannot hold thee, nothing fear it ! 
T will only give the body room : 
From dust deriv'd, this mortal frame 
Shall there repose from whence it came. 

2 But thou, an heir of endPess being, 
Shalt wing thy way to upper light, 
The Source of all existence seeing, 
With steady and unclouded sight, 
Forever to extol his pow'r, 
His wisdom and his grace adore. 
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3 Tbou there ^alt learn, with knowledge oertain, 

What here no wisdom could explain : 
Froni secrets shall be drawn the curtaio, 
Which now all hope to draw were vain : 
While error shall be doue awaj, 
The gloora of doubt be tum'd to day. 

4 There shalt thou see with open yision, 

Now only seen with eje of feith, 
Him who, amid the world's derision, 
Once died for thee a cruel death ; 
And shalt rejoice that fear, nor shaine 
Withheld thy praises to his name. 

[5 Fear not the grave, it cannot härm thee,-* 
Thy Savior waits thee in the skies : 
Nor for the sleeping dost alarm thee,— 
This dust shall in his image rlse, 
And join'd with thee in real ms of peaoe 
Will share and swell thy happiness.] 

D. SomiBKUB, d. ITTL 
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Wk'rb thine, O God, for evermore, 
Our times are subject to thy pow'r ; 
All things obey thy wondrous plan, 

Ere life began, 
Thy will had fix'd for us its span« 
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2 Wben, Lobd, oar joarnej's end is eoam^ 
And angels wait to bear us home,— - 
While parting friends around us weep. 

Cur spirits keep, 
And make our death a quiet sleep. 

3 Or should it oome with racking pain, 
Our siuking hearts do thou sustaln ; 
A &ther^s love to us fulfill, 

And make us still 
Submissive to our Father's wilL 

4 And bj the Holy Spirit blest 
With hope of an etemal rest, 
May we, by faith's un&iling light, 

Without affright, 
Go onward through Death's gloomy night. 

5 Eeveal the glory of the Lord, 
Where waits for us thy free reward ! 
And when we're leaving all below, 

The Savior show — 
Jesus, the friend to whom we go. 

6 O'er justice must thy grace prevail, 
Adjudg'd by law, the best would fail : 
The holtest plead for merey most, — 

T is all their trust ! 
Without thy mercy all were lost, 

7 Lord, with thy grace stand by us then^ 
Our confidtnoe in th^e sustain ! 
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Timi, whm.we yield our dying breadi, 

Victorious fikith 
Maj triumph o'er the fear c^ death. 

J. J. Bpaldim«^ d. 1801 
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When now the solemn hour is nigh 
That from this world shall call me, 

On what, O Lord, can I relj, 
While terrors would appal me 1 

My soul and body, to the last, 

Fll on thine arm of mercy cast,— 
T is safe to trust thy mercy ! 

3 My sins may seem in number more, 
While conscience shall recount them, 
Than sands upon the ocean-shore, — 

Thy grace can still surmount them. 
ni think, dear Savior, of the death 
SustunM by thee ; — ^and thus my &ith 
From sinking shall uphold me. 

3 I am a branch of thee, the Vine ; 

My btrength from thee I borrow ; 
Kound thee my tendril hopes shall twine 

In death's drear night of sorrow : 
And when 't is over, thou wilt give 
An endless life with thee to live 

In bliss thy sorrows purohas'd« 
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4 My Lord— o'er death triumphant — rose, 

From earth tx> God asoended ; 
His vict'ry yields my heart repose, 

The fear of death is ended : 
For where He is, I too shall come, 
And find with him a joyfiil home : 

Why should I fear to follow 1 

5 With outstretch'd arms Fll welcome Christ, 

That He firom earth may take me : 
TU leave my flesh in hope to rest, 

Till from the grave he wake me ; 
But Christ himself will go before, — 
Of heav'n for me throw wide the door, 

And bless my soul in glory. 

N. HXRMAKX, d. isti. 



/ 
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Who lives in God Has safe abode 

In this World, and in heaven : 
To all who rest 'Their hope on Christ 

This life divine is given. 
Henceforth will I On thee rely, 

Nor, Jesus, wilt thou feil me ; 
My Savior-Lord, Thy help afford, 

When pains of death assail me ! 

2 In that dark hour, Should Satan's pow'r 
And rage of earth Surround me, 
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If Thou be iJigh, 'T were vain to try 

By terrors to confound me, 
With none beside, If thou abide, 

And aid me with thy Spirit, 
Let ev'ry foe His utmost do, 

My soul shall nothing fear it. 

3 For wants like mine, What graoe but tWne ! 
Of other, none is needed : 
To saints, thy love, Here and above, 

Is by no want exceeded. 
Give faith that's true, My heart renew, 

Thine, soul and body, make me ! 
Hear, Lord, my cry To thee on high, — 
Nor in my need forsake me ! 

JoAamx MAODSBVBflt ^ 18^ 
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Who knows how near my life's expended f 
Time ßies, and Death is hasting on : 

How soonj my term of trial ended, 
May heave my last expiring groan ! 
For Jesus's sake, when flesh shall fail, 
With me, O God, may it be*well ! 

2 Death comes when night the world is hiding,- 
He cömes too in the glare of day,— 
Wherever I am here abiding, 
At oQce I may be call'd awaj : 
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For Jesus' sake, when flesh shaU &n, 
With me, O Gron, maj it be well i 

3 Lord, lead me oft to think of dying, 

That wh^ the hour of trial's come, 
My soul may then, on Christ relying, 
Sink all its terrors in his tomb : — 
And for SU sake, when flesh shall fiul, 
With me, O God, may it be well ! 

4 And now, betimes, would I provide me 

That sure support whereon to rest, 
And cheerful say — *^ What shall betide me, * 
^ Cboose, Lord, as thou shalt see it best !" 
And when my heart and flesh shall fitO, 
For Jesus' sake may it be well ! 

5 Awake in me desires for heaven ! 

Help me to view the world aright ; 
Far from my heart its wtles be driven, 
While endless joys allure my sight : 
For Jesus' sake, when flesh shall fail, 
With me, O God, may it be well ! 

6 My many s\T\ß ! — O veil them over 

With merits of thy dying Son ! 
I here thy riebest grace discover, — 
Here find I peaoe, and here alone : 
And, for hb sake, when flesh shall fiul, 
With me^ O God, may it be well ! 
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7 His bleeding wounds give me assuianoe 

That thy free mercy will abid^ ; 
Here strength I find for death's enduranoe, 
And hope for all I need beside : 
For Jesus' sake, when flesh shall fall, 
With me, O God, may it be well ! 

8 Nothing from Christ my soul shall sever, 

Nor life, nor death ; — ^things high nor low : 
I take him as my Lord forever, 
My fliture trust, as he is now : 
And for his sake, when flesh shall &i], 
With me, O God, may it be well ! 

9 Then come my end to-day, to-morrow, 

I know, through Christ, 't will work my good : 
The World may in the prospect sorrow, — 
But I rejoice through Jesus' blood : 
And for his sake, when flesh shall ßtil, 
With me, O God, may it be well ! 

10 I live, meantime, in thee oonfiding, 
Of death have no appalling fear ; 
Enough for me — My God isguiding^ 
Through faith my future hopes are dear : 
Thy grace in Christ will never feil. 
And when I die, HwiU all be welL 
Axanui. Juliana, Connteas of Schwanbug-Badobtidi^ d. 1701 
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128 * VICTOEY OVEB DEATH. 

I wiTH Jesus choose mj part, 
Jesus lives on high forever ; 

This I know, — and, glad of heart, 
Hope on high to reach his £äyor. 

Shades of death, — ^from endless daj 

Would ye scare my soul away 1 

2 Jesus my Kedeemer lives, 

Life with him — ^he bids me greet it ; 
Life, where Christ his presence gives, 

Can 1 shun ?— or fear to meet it 1 
Should the Head the members leave 
For their absence here to grieve 1 

3 Now, has faith's enduring tie 
Me, for life to Him united : 

He'll be near me, when I die, 
Hand in band shall then be phghted ; 
We as one will yet abide, — 
Death shall not our souls divide. 

4 I am dust, — and, ev'ry hour, 
Tend to dust whence 1 was taken, — 

This I know ioo, — ^but his pow'r 
Can from dust my dust awaken, 
And in glory give it place, 
To the glory of his grace. 

5 Fitting house, by God prepar'd, 
Shall for that new life be given : 
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As He ia, l'll see my Lord, 
Wheu I reach my home in heaven, 
Where, in body like bis own, 
I shall live before bis tbrone. 

6 My own eyes sball see bim nigb. 
And, witb joy my Savior knowing, 

Then, no more a stranger, I 
Shall witb purest love be glowing : 
Weakness, doubt, fatigue, or care 
Never finds admission tbere. 

[7 Tkere tbe lov'd ones I sball see^ 
Strangely csAVd to die before me ; 

Whom, from evVy sorrow free, 
Then my Savior will restore me : 

And to Hirn our songs sball rise ^ 

Who is ever good and wise. 

8 For, will there be dearly sbown. 
All that's now in darkness lying : ^ 

Then tbe love of Christ l'll own 
While my comforts round were dying : 
And, with perfect vision bless'd, 
Learn witb joy " His way wcts 5««/."] 

9 What now sickens, weeps and sigbs, 
Constant health and joy sball cherisb, 

What now only droops and dies 
Witb tbe glow of life shall flourish, 



950 HTlOre FBOX THB OSEICAV* 

Hwt our ferm soon wastes away, 
ThfTt in youth ahall ever staj. 

10 Jesus keeps you — Why this gloom 1 
TrembliDg saints, thrill now with gladneas I 

Fearless, die ! — ^Your Lord will oome ! 
This should leave no room for sadneas : 
Yes, the trump will surely sound, 
Waking all beneath the ground. 

11 Human terrors ye can brave, 
Rage of Death and Hell despising, 

Since, victorious oV the grave, 
Ye with Christ to glory rising, 
Then shall find etemal peace, 
Where all sin and sorrows cease. 

12 Chiisüans, high your wishes raise 
From the Earth's delusive pleasures : 

Now to Him devote your days 
In whose love are boundless treasures : 
Soon to heir the world of bliss, 
Show its spirit while in this. 

LoüiSA UsMsunTA, Electress of Brandenbarg, d. 1667. 
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SooN, in the grave my flesh shall rest, 
My soul from earth remove, 

And, in the Savior's glory dress'd, 
Shall reach the Home I love ; — 
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2 My friends— the whole oelestial dioir, 
My evVy feeling— joy, 
To honor GrOD— my one desire ; 
His pndse — my one employ. 

[8 Nor would I wait tili angel-host 
Sbdl teach thdr song to raise : 
To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost» 
rU here begin my praise. 

4 Now to our God, the Father, Son,* 
And Holy Spirit, sing ! 
With praise to God the three-in-one, 
Let all creation ring !] 

H. B. Tbe flist two stanzas «re Hymn 8608 of Knappet *'LledenehatB, 
who addBthenoU **F<mnd in the ffymn Bootßfmy 4eotM»d «e^^ 
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HsAVENWARD, stiU heavenward 

Urge thy ling'ring feet : . 
What deserves thy chief regard 
Only there is met, 
Not here below. 
Earthly honors all are vain, 
Raise, if thou would glory gain, 
From earth thy view ! 

2 Heavenward thy wishes send, 
With eaeh rising day ! 
Life's brief portion to its end 
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SwifUj glides away. 

Be this thy pray'r ! 
** GoD, who madest me for heav'n, 
*' Lei thy strength and grace be giv'n, 

"To bring methere!" 

3 Heay^iward He points thine eye, 
Tbere to seek thy prize : 

Not depress'd, nor rais'd too high, 
By earth's vanities. 

Its wealth is poor ; 
From the good that here is won, 
Only what for heav'n is done 

Will long endure, 

4 Heavenward direct thy mind 
When afflictions press : 

While thy Father, ever kind, 

Watches thy distress, 
Wouldst thou despair! 
In that land of light and peace 
Sorrow shall forever cease, — 

Füll joys are there. 

5 Heavenward, whate'er betide, 
Move the saiuts of God ; 

Scorn'd for Hirn — the crucified, 
Pleas'd they bear the load. 
This Savior own ! 
All for Him account but loss, — 



1 
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WilHng, first to bear the cross, 
Then, wear the crown. 

6 Heavenward the Savior led 

Through reproach and wroDg : 
In his path thej too must tread 

Who to, him belong. 
Did He co^lain 1 
Trust, like him, his Father's care,— r 
Murmur not, — ^but strive with pray'r, 

And vict'ry gain ! 

7 Heavenward HeMl be thy guide 

All the desert through : 
Draw thee closer to his side 
As new dangers grow ; 
Thus hope is giv'n, — 
Which, though earthly cares annoy, 
Cheers the soul with holy joy, 
And lifls to heav'n. 

8 Heavenward shall lead thee on 

Death's own night of gloom : 
True — ^till Death's brief shades are gone, 
Terrors thick may come : — 
Thy courage rouse ! 
Death and Night themselves shall ßiil, 
While with rapture thou shalt hall 
Thy Father's house. 

9 Hallelujah! Heavenward 

Send thy pnisesnowl 
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SooQ ahalt thoo, belbre tfae Lobb^ 
With hi8 angeU bow 

Forevermore, 
Where the saints in glory rett, 
And, with their Redeemer blesl^ 

Pnuseand adore. 

10 Hallelujahs shalt t||pu sing 

When thj Lord shall oome, 
In triumphant joy to bring 
All bis people home. 
Thy fears discard ! 
From the cross He took the throne. 
He will help thee win thj crownr— > 
On ! heavenward ! 

J. Q. SCBOKim d. 
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Txsl.Iwas bom to live forever, — 
This World cannot my portion give ; 

lliough Death my ties to earth may sever, 
I shall not, dying, cease to live. 
T is not the time I here may spend, — 
Mine is a life shall never end. 

2 What though the world to me were given, 
Its honors, pleasures, riches, — all ! 
To fill ray wishes without heaven, — 
The world itself would be too small. 
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Far eise than tlut the aoul reqttires, 
To satisfy its large desires. 

3 The GoD of love, my wise Creator, 

For my own good haa seen it best 
To place the wish for something greater, 
With his own band, within my breast 
He that my soul its hunger gave, 
Will give the food he makes it crave. 

4 My wish a perfect love to render, 

And GoD in clearer light to see, 
Which here my sins and darkness hinder, 
Shall yet be fiilly granted me ; 
When I, for all his mercies done, 
Will better make his glory known. 

5 GoD will adjudge a right deeision, 

And virtue shall at last be crown'd ; 
Though here, assail'd with wild derision, 
It neither peace nor safety found. 
The sooffers, who may triumph here, 
Before his judgment shall appear. 

6 T is so ! Could angels eise adore him t 

Shall not the Lord of all do right 1 
Can soomers, and who fear before him, 
Find equal fiivor in his sight? 
Alike to all is death decreed, 
But retrUmtion shall sueoeed« 
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7 My soul wonld not in death be deeping, 

With this desire aooords bis word ;— 
And, to bis testlmony keeping, 
I can no rooin for doubt afibrd : 
How swells my joy when be deda roa ■ 
Tbe soul shall live for endless yeara ! 

8 Yet more ! — Vve Jesus now to teach me, 

And show me wbat bimself bas wrougbt : 
Instructions, from bis moutb that reacb me, 
With mercy and witb truth are fraugbt 
I am the purdiase of bis blood, 
And tbus redeem'd to live witb God. 

9 My Jesus li ves ! Who can destroy me ) 

Or rob me of a Savior's love 1 
He's near ! Can fears of death annoy me ? 
He points my soul to joys above. 
This body too from dust shall rise, 
And share the glory of the skies. 

10 Let Valleys sink ! — the hüls be quaking ! 

My faith shall suffer no disniay, — 
For on my soul the morn is breaking — 
The dawn of an eternal day ; — 
When, Lord, thou wilt thy blessing give. 
And 1 shall then begin to live. 

11 Grant, Jesus, of the fruits of heaven 

That I the seed may daily sow ; 
O may tby Spirit now be given, 
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That I the werk» of faith may do ! 
Then Death shall open wide for me 
The gates of immortality. 
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Fm but a weary pilgrim here, 
Life's varicd griefs sustaiDing ; 

The ills I feel, and those I fear, 
Would tempt me to complaining : 

But, Lord, the hopes of joys above 

The pains of pilgrimage remove, 
Or give me strength to bear them. 

2 Oft now, while sin is plotting still, 

My soul is fill'd with terrors ; 
How oft its snares my heart beguile ! 

How many are my errors ! 
But I shall yet deliv'rance see, 
From sin and its delusions free, — 

In this my soul rejoices, 

3 I see around me, day by day, 

Those, Jesus, who despise thee : 
Their heart of pride leads them astray, 

Thy honors it denies thee : 
Their seom and pride will all be past, 
When thou shalt come the Judge at last, 

And saints shall shout thy weloome. 
IT 
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4 Ofl, in the silence of the night, 
Mj soul her griefs is sighing ; 

And morn, with its retuming light, 

No respite is supply ing : — 
One gleam of heay^n relief bestows,«- 
That home of rest no sorrow knows, 
But joys reign thcre forever. 

5 And whcn the future gives alann 
Of evils to oppress me ; 

And anxious fears of coming härm 
Thick gather to distress me ; — 
Etemity makes time so sraall, — 
Its fleeting fears and sorrows all 
j No longer raise my terror. 

6 When Death, so dreaded from afar, 
Comes nigh, my days to number, — 

That, free from ev'ry earthly care, 
My head may sink in slumber, — 

That peace and joy may banish fear, 

Let then eternity appear, 
With views of future glory. 

7 Hope, Lord, makes ev'ry bürden light, 
Its strength fi*om Thee it borrows : 

That glory — fit me for its sight, 

By all my pilgrim sorrows ! 
May it in death my doubts dismiss. 
And form my endless störe of bliss 
With Thee, in life etemal ! 

a a dTOWM, d. 1786. 
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133 LONGING FOB HOME. 

"Wbary now, that home of pleasure 

Gladly would my soul enjoy, 
"Where is stor'd my only treasure, 

Where no evil can annoy. 

2 Happy home, — where peace is dwelling, 

Such as earth can never bring ; 
Seraphs bright, his glories telling, 
Praises there to Jesus sing. 

3 Home, — where bliss is ever growing 

Which no mortal thonghts conceive; 
Joys, from God in rivers flowing, 
Like their source forever live. 

4 That dear home of pilgrim strangers 

Longing for their house above, — 

Free from earth, its strife and dangers — 

There my soul would dwell in love. 

5 Then, — no more a child of sorrow, 

Where no sin or trials come, 
Through a day that has no morrow,— 
I shall leam the joys of Home. 

Alterad from liAemr Air. 
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Will it no pleasure be, 
When &ith shall end in knowii^, 
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Hope to fhiition growing, — 
The Savior's face to see ? 
To leam from him the story, 
What vict'ries won our glory— 
Will this HO pleasure be f 

2 Will it no pleasure be, 

When fiiends, who went before us, 
Our GoD shall there restore ua, 

From pain and sickness free? 
Where sorrows show no traoes, 
To meet their glad embraces ; 

Will this no pleasure be ? 

3 Will it no pleasure be, 
When foes that would destroy us 
Shall never more annoy us ? — 

Where dwells füll harmony, 
Always to Uvea stranger 
To trouble, fear, and danger, — 

Will ihis no pleasure be? 

4 Will it no pleasure be, 
Where angel-chorus raises 

To GrOD most High their praises, 

With Seraphs to agree 1 
And, when the skies are ringing, 
To join " thrice Holy ! " singing, — 
Will this no pleasure bei 

5 O yes ! — there's pleasure there ! 
Away, earth's glitt'ring bubbles l 
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Youl' joys are füll of troubles, 

Your bliss not worth the care. 
Then do not, friends, bewail me, 
When heart and flesh shall fail me, — 

But thmkl—There's pleasure there. 

A. Knapf, b. 17ML 
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Thk reaper now is waiting, 

The eorn to ripeness come : 
The evening sun is setting, 

The trav'ler seeks a home : 
Grown in thy Service hoary, 

Thy servant longs for rest ; 
Lord, take hina to thy glory, 

There with his Savior blest ! 

2 With ills his life was blended, 

Much patient toil he bore ; 
Now all his ills are ended, 

His trials are no more : 
His day's fatigue is over, 

With saints he there shall sleep, 
Where angels round them hover, 

And safe their ashes keep. 

3 Thy counsel, Lord, directed, 

And strangely oft, his way ; 
Thy shield his life protected. 
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Thj promise was his stay : 
Thy Spirit, to him weaiy, 

Gave strength thy will to do ; 
Füll many straits and dreaiy 

Has safely brought hlm through. 

4 To him, when earth imparted 

No joy, thy grace was near; 
To him, whcu broken hearted 

For sin, did Christ appear. 
While flesh, now weak, — decaying, 

Sank feeble to the tomb, — 
In strength his soul was praying — 

" Come, Jesus, quickly come ! " 

5 Biest soul ! — ^thou shalt bchold him 

Whom thou hast lov'd below; 
The wishe^ thou hasftold him 

Be more than answer'd now : 
His call from high receiving, 

Thou art to glory gbne ; 
Thy blessing for us Icaving, 

And pray'rs bcforc the throne. 

6 Do not, O Lord, dcny us 

Like grace — so rieh and true : 
In feeble age stand by us, 

And make us faithful too. 
Lead us, thy strength supplying, 

The path that Jesus trod, 
Till death, — that we, in dying, 

May show thy pnuse abroad. 



w 
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136 CHILDBEN ON THB DEATH OP A 

[widowed] MOTHEB. 

Höbe of white her form incloses, 

Pale in death's enduring sleep, 
Free from pain it now reposes ; — 

Thanks we offer while we weep. 

Faithful mother! — with the blest 

Thou hast enter'd into rest : 
Sleep thy dust! — its slumber brcaking/ 
Only when in glory waking ! 

2 £j/es — that, beaming with aflfection, 

Oft upon her children feil ; 
Then, with tears for God's protection, 

All a mother's love would teil ; 

On US, while we here remain, 

Ne'er will beara your light again ; 
But our eyes hereafter meeting, 
Brighter, then, will be your greeting. 

3 Sand — ^the first reach^d out to guide us, 

Which her gifts so kindly gave, — 
Ere we knew our wants, supplied us, — 

Thou art ready for the grave. 

All thy toil has ceas'd at last, 

Now thy day's fatigue is past, — 
But, at Jesus' bright appearing, 
Thou'lt be there, the palm-branch bearing. 

4 Mouth — ^rever'd in childhood's wildnesg, 

Lov'd, when riper years came round ; 



i 
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All thy counsels were in mildnes»,— 

Now no more we hear thy sound : 

But whate'er thy lips have said 

Deep in memVy shall be laid ; 

And, when Christ his people raises, 

We shall hear thee sing his praises. 

5 JSeart — ^whose evVy throb revealing 

Love to kindred lefb to moum, 
iTen m death with love was thrilling— « 

Must thy love no more retum 1 

Weeping, hoping, we implore— 

" Lord, to us that heart restore ! 
" Whcn the grave our dust shall render, 
" May it throb wilh love as tender ! '' 

6 Then will grateful tears be flowing, 

As they now in sorrow flow ; 
We in joy our love be showing, 

As in ffriefwQ show it now: 

From thy grave that happy day 

Rolls for US the stone away : — 
Dead in Christ, thou'lt live forever, 
Biest with his etemal favor. 

A. Knapp, b. 17««. 

[7 Hear us, Lord, thy throne addressing ! 
Listen to the orphans' pray'r ! 
With thy chast'ning grant thy blessing ! 
Show US thy patemal care ! 
We in youth have feit thy rod, 
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Make us know the orphans' Groi>! 
Taking from us father, — niother, — 
Be our stay ! — we have no other. 

8 With thineeye oi love be near u»! 

Guidance by thy band impart ! 
May thy mouth with counsels cheer us, 

Flowing from thy tcnder heart ! 

Then our grie& in joy shall end, 

"While in thee we have a friend, 
Who, at death, will friends restore us, 
That to glory went before us.] 
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OF PIOUS FRIENDS. 

Why weepest thou ? — J'he bodies of the just 

Yield Death no lasting prize:. 
In dust to sleep retir'd the weary dust, 
In earth's still bosom lies : 
Life's blossoms, gaily blooming, 

From with'ring naught could save ; 
Its joys and griefs entombing, 
Füll welcome was the grave. 

2 Why weepest thou ? — ^Their father-land on high 
Allur'd their souls away : 
From earth's deep shadows, douding all their sky, 
They sought a brighter day. 
Here anxious cares unnumber'd 
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Our hopes and peace destroy ; 
I%ere, with no fears encumber'd, 
The soul has ceaseless joj. 

8 Why weepest thou ? — Here e'en the righteoos fij] 
Oft into grievous sin ; 
The World, or flesh can there no sense enthrall, 
The foe no vict'ry win ; 
There grace fulfills its measure, 

The heart is free from stain,— 
Nor, to its hours of pleasure, 
Succeeds regret or pain. 

4 Whj weepest thou ? — The future's dreary night 

Obstructed all their view; 
Now happy prospects cheer their ravish'd sight, 
With blessings ever new : 
Apart the veil is riven 

Which o'er their vision lay ; 
Far off the clouds are drivon, 
And shines a glorious day. 

5 Why weepest thou 1 — ^The Savior's gentle hand 

Has wip'd away their tears : 
No sorrow enters that dear father-land 
Which to our faith appears. 
His arms of love inclosing 

The weary and distress'd, 
There^ on his heart reposing, 
They find a blissful rest 
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6 O weep no more \ — He ever lives to save ! 
The clead sball hear his voice ; 
He'U bring thyself too, harmless of the grave, 
To Zion aud its joys. 
Thjfriends with songs shall greet thee, 

When thou shalt thither oome : 
Thy logt ones there shall meet thee, 
In their eternal home. 
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Wk give this body to the dust ; 

But in the sure and joyful trust, 

Thnt, when the trumpet sounds, 't will rise 

To life iminortal in the skies. 

2 The soul, releas'd, is now with GrOD, 
By death dismiss'd to its abode, 
And, purified from ev'ry sin, 
Adores the pow'r of grace divine. 

3 The ills, which here the saint attend, 
At death forever have an end : 
And all who Christ by faith receive, 
On dying, shall forever live : 

4 Shall live from sin and sorrow free ; 
Their dust shall sleep in Christ, tili He, 
HeveaFd in powV, this dust shall raise 
To share his glory, — show his praise. 
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5 Here rest thee sweetly tili he oome ! . 
While we repair, each to his home, 
Henceforward looking fbr tho daj 
Which 8oon will call our soula away. 

6 Dcar Savior, now our souls prepare^ 
That we the call may nothing fear ; 
Maj vict'rj through thy death obtain, 
And find — ^for us to die b gain. 
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BBSUBBBCnON. 

I HAiL the day, in prospect bright, 
When, I from death awaking, 

My Savior God shall raeet my sight, 
Forth in his glory breaking : 

Then to the skies With joy I'll rise 
ITieir crown of glory wearing 
Who love their Lord's appearing. 

2 Thou, Lord, wilt in due time reveal 
That day of consummation 

When all thy saints from ev'ry ill 
Shall have complete salvation ; — 

Then, of thy love Shall learn above, 
Through endless life, the measure, — 
Of grace, thy boundless treasure. 
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3 TViat life thou wilt to me impart, — 

Thou art my hope unceasing ; — 
Thy Coming shall rejoice my heart, 

My prison'd dust releasing : 
Nor need I fear Before thy bar 

Thy scoffers to resemble, — 

Who shall in anguish tremble ; — 

4 While I, in wonder and delight, 

Shall stMid, dear Lord, before thee, 
With ransoni'd sinners on thy right, 

And then in heav'n adore thee. 
With hopes so high, Thy grace supply, — 

To fit me for thy favor. 

And for thy joys forever ! 

P. Bi7BaB»d.l744 
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Hark ! The trump of God is sounding, 
Th' Archangel's shout the call resounding, 
I Arise, ye saints, and leave the tomb ! 

Children of your heav'nly Father, 
To Him, from your dispersions, gather, 
The Lord of glory calls you home. 
Behold the morning break, 
Death's night is gone, — awake ! 
Hallelujah ! 
Now is prepar'd Your füll reward, — 
That day, — the last great day m here! 
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2 Earth, and Sea, and Hell are quaking, 
Now the redeem'd to life are waking ; 

To new and perfect life they rise : 

Jesus comes in glory's brightness, 

Before him mercy, truth, uprightness, — 

How fair their crown ! How rieh the prize ! 
They live with God's dear Son, 
Their light his shining throne ; 
Shout Hosannas! 
Redeeraer, thou Dost give us now 
Sure mansions of eternal peace. 

3 Praise shall be our gl ad employment 
Through endless day of pure enjoyment ; 

What Stores in thee of grace unknown ! 

Joys are now all hope excelling, 

New wonders still thou art revealing, 

Our friend, and God's beloved Son. 

Nevei^ to eye appear'd, 

Such things were never heard,— 

Thine the glory ! 

Eternally, O Lord, to thee 

New songs and honors be address'd ! 

0. 0. stubm, i ne«. 
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The Savior comes ! Sing praise to Him, 
The GoD proclaim'd by seraphim 

" Thrice Holy ! " in their praises. 
Thou comest, God's Eternal Son, 
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Descending from thy heav'nly throne, 
Whose grace to glory raises ! 

May we By thee 
Find deliv'ry From our slavery, 

And, in glory, 
Sing of graoe the wondrous story I 

2 We welcome thee, great Prince of peace, 
Through whom from sin we hope release,— 

Welcome to earthly dwelling ! 
Thou takest on thee flesh and blood, 
Becomest man to work our good, 
Thy heart with pity swelling. 

And now Art thou 
Mercy reaching, Kindly teaching 

To transgressors, 
How of grace to corae possessora. 

3 Thou bringest com fort from distress, 
Life, health, enduring happiness ; — 

To thee be praise forever ! 
What, dearest Savior, can we bring? 
How render thee fit offering 1 
Thou, by thy matchless favor, 

To men In sin 
Helpless lying, Near to dying, 

Op'nest heaven ; — 
Greater boon was never given ! 

4 We bring a grateful heart to thee, 
For sin aggriev'd, from feigning free. 
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And in thy servioe ready : 
To thee, and to our neighbor true, 
Where'er thou leadest would pursue, 
With purpose ever steady. 

Jesus, To US, 
Make thy pleasure Duty's measure I 

All who cherish 
Not thy love, by wrath must perish. 

5 May we for endless glory strive, — 
By fsath upon thy promise live, — 
Our hopes still upward rising ; 
In sorrows look to thee above, 
Abiding ever in thy love, 
Earth's vanities despiäing ; — 

Till we To thee 
Sing the praises Heaven raises, 

And, before thee, 
With the ransom'd throng adore thee. 



J. 8. DiETEBion, d. 1797. 
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O Bethlehem ! O Bethlehem ! 

To envied honors growing ; 
Thou sister of Jerusalem, 

What grace to thee is flowing ! 
Biest Ephrata, onee David's home, 
Now David's Lord to thee is oome, 

Hb promis'd mercy showing. 
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2 The time of promise is fulfiU'd, 

Now oomes the great salvation ; 
The sorrows of the heart are still'd, 

Bestor'd our desolation : 
What boundless, what unearfMy joy ! 
Our hope and peace none can destroy, 

Or stay our exultation. 

3 I, like the shepherds, sat, — ^the shade 

Of darkness all around me, — 
A darkness that my sins had made, 

And there in fetters bound me : 
When lo! — a splendorfrom on high, 
Whose glories, spreading o'er the sky, 

With hopes and fears confound me. 

4 Which should I look for, — ^weal — or woe? 

Then heard I sweetly pealing, — 
" To GoD on high new praises now ! 

" To all mankind good feeling ! 
^ On earth shall endless peaoe abide 
" With all, who for His grade confide 

" In him this graoe revealing ! " 

5 And I my darkness fain would leave, 

This call of light obeying ; 
But, like the shepherds too, receive 

The bliss, no value paying : 
I have no gold, or precious störe, — 
I give my heart, I have no more, 

A heart füll often straying. 
18 
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6 And wilt thou take it at m j hand, 

Thy peace on me bestowing 1 
O wondrous child of Canaan's land, 

What in mj heart is glowing ! 
Thou Prince of peace, — ^th j grace I own, 
A peace and joy, before unknown, 

Thy Spirit there is sowing. 

7 Henoefbrth, when sin would seek my härm, 

T will have no power to härm me ; 
The night of Death, with its alarm, 

No longer can alarm me : 
OW sin and trouble, fear and Death, 
ni rise triumphant, cheer'd by faith J 

In him whose love will arm me. 

Wie. MxnnxoLi), 1887. 
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To US the prorais'd child is bom ! 

To US iEi son is given ! 
And, eise of ev'ry hope forlom, 

We now may look for heaven. 
Without this son to be our trust, 
In deep despair we all were lost, — 

He only can deliver ! 
But all who own this wondrous child, 
Their hopes on thee, blest Jesus, build, — 

Shall live with God for ever. 

M.LüiHKB,d.l54ft. 
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1 44 SIMEON AND THS USTFAST JESUS. 

Yb who with years are sinking, 

To death so nearly gone, 
Now on the grave be thinking, 

With aged Simeon. 

2 He, at the holy temple, 

In pray'r employ'd his breath, 
And was a bright example 
Of hope and joy in death. 

3 Gently his days were flowing, 

As balsam gently flows ; 
His splrit brightly glowing, 
As day of summer glows. 

4 He knew it was appointed 

From death he should be free, 
Until the Lord's anointed 
His longing eyes should see. 

6 He saw : — ^with transport thrilling, 
He took him to his breast, — 
The sight his wishes sealing, 
His soul was fully blest. 

6 And see ! — this saint beholding, — 
Of death he has no fear ; 
His feeble arms infolding 
The Lprd, — his trmmphs hear ! — 
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7 *^ Thougb head with age is hoarj , 

** Young pleasure swells my heart; 
" Now, to the realms of gloiy, 
" Would I in peace depart. 

8 ** Him — ^What my joy can heighten t- 

^ Who Israel's hope has been, 
*^ Who gentiles shall enlighten, — 
^At length my eyes have seen." 

9 As ßuth still mounted higher, 

And rapture yet increas'd ; 
He press'd his Savior nigher 
üpon his heart, — and eeas^d, 

10 When, Lord, with age encumber'd, 

Or bow'd with ills and grief, 
I here my days have number'd, — 
May such be my relief ! 

11 Though not, in form as living, 

My Savior greet my eyes ; 
May he, his presence giving, 
Release me to the skies : 

12 And, while my soul is singing — 

"Hosanna! Lord, appear!" 
The heavens back be ringing — 
" Hosanna ! He is near ! " . 



HTHNS FROK THE GSBMAK. S77 

145 PBAYSB OF SIMEOK. 

I Too, through Jesus, maj in peaoe 

Depart, like Simeon, praying ; 
And find in death my wish'd release, 

No grief or fear betraying ; 
For rest my weary eyelids close, — 
My flesh in quiet sleep repose,-^ 

My spirit rise tx> heaven. 

2 What then will be my glad surprise, 

When earthly cares all ended, 
My ransom'd soul shall mount the akiea^ 

By angel-guard attended ! 
When I shall see in glory bright, 
Those mansions of etemal light, 

By GoD for me made ready ! 

3 May I, Lord, ever ready be, 

Upon thy grace relying l 
May hope of glory strengthen me, 

To honor thee in dying ! 
Then will I cry, with cbeerful faith 
In Him, who dying conquer'd Death, — 

" Come, Jesus ! Lord, come quickly ! ** 
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KiNQ, tx> Jews and gentiles given 
For their healing and their ligiit^ 



S7ft HT1CN8 FBOH THE OEBMAV. 

Saba sees thy star in heaven, 

And rejoices at the sight : 
Shem and Japhet come from &r, 
To the light of Jaoob's star. 

2 JoinM to those, who are inquiring 

From the East, dear Lord, for thee ;- 
All we ask, or are desiring, 

Is the royal child to see. 
We our knees before thee bow, 
With our arms embrace thee now. 

3 Take our presents, nor refuse us 

Giving what we value most : 
In thj gentleness, excuse us 

That our hands no riches boast : — 
Ours is no blest Araby, — 
All our wealth is poverty. 

4 Stead of gold and costly treasure, 

Faith, and hope, and love receive ! 
May our incense meet thy pleasure— 

We our hearts' devotion give ; 
But for myrrhy — our penitence — 
Of our guilt an humbling sense. 

5 Take in kindness what we ofTer, — 

WiJling gitls from souls sincere ; 
Leave us not from foes to suffer 
Kous'd to rage by guilty fear ; 
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From the bloody Herod's sword, 
Thy protection be cur guard ! 

6 While we homeward shall be going, 

May thy blessing with us go : 
Cheer us on, thy merey showing, — 

Still the rage of ev'ry foe ; 
Lead us with thy gentle band, 
Till we reach our father-land 
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TnoüüH manhood's feeble nature 
Our Savior made bis own, 

The godhead's ev'ry feature 
Li bim was clearly shown. 

2 Earth's wealth and pomp declining, 

His lowly way he trod, 
While through the veil were shining 
The glories of the God. 

3 By him God wrought with power, 

Ctod's Image be express'd ; 
God's Spirit was his dower, 
As none beside possess'd. 

4 Of prophets sent by heaven 

With him could none compare ; 
He Israel's hope was given, 
A light to lands a£ur. 
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5 His godhead was disoover'd 

To Bethle'm's shepherd throng, 
WheQ angels o'er them hover'd, 
And sang their raptur'd song. 

6 While difldhood yet was tender, 

His piety was seen : 
What fruit his graoes render ! 
How godlike was hb mien I 

7 His perfect approbation 

GoD gave him from above ; 
Men show'd their admiration, — 
None could withhold their love. 

8 For highest worth he nerv'd him, 

On this he kept his view ; 
Ye angels here who serv'd him, 
Make him your pattem too ! 

9 Here leam we virtue's measure ; — 

His earlj days to fiil, 
It was his highest pleasure 
To do his Father's will 

10 God's glory he is seeking, 

Nor waits for riper years ; 
He hears when Wisdom's speaking. 
And ponders what he hears, 

1 1 Assemble now, ye sages, 

And listen while he speaks : 
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The wisdom of long ages 

From lips of childhood breaks. 

12 From doubt and error tuming, 

Ye teaehers, hear him teach : 
From him a knowledge leaming, 
Your schools oould never readu 

13 T is wisdom all he 's saying, 

And, with attractions new, 
The way of life displaying, 
His doctrine all is true. 

14 How blest the child that chooses 

Religion for his part ; — 
While evil he refuses, 

To virtue gives his heart !-^ 

15 In size and knowledge growing, 

Like Jesus he shall prove — 

While men their love are showing, 

GoD too will show him loye. 

16 The words of Christ regarding, 

In youth he shall be blest ; 
Honors his age rewarding, 
' Hb end be endless rest 



28i 
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The World enslav'd to sin, 
Were loaded with its curses ; 

T was üien that God would sbow 
The fuUoess of bis mercies, 
And sends a herald forth 
Tlie tidings to dedare — 
Tliat now bis Son, their King, 
Is with salvation near. 

2 The messenger is come, 
And of the king gives waming ; 

He shines, a steady üght, 
With holj zeal is burning ; 
While sinners of all ranks 
He bids their guilt deplore : 
And on bis spirit rest 
Elijah's, and bis pow'r. 

3 The faitbful Jobn prociaims 
lipon the banks of Jordan, — 

" The beav'nly King is nigh, 
" Repent, and seek for pardon ! 
" Lo ! the Redeemer comes ! 
" Bear fruits of righteousness ! — 
" And thus shall Israel's God 
" His mouming people bless." 

4 He own'd — " I am not He ! 
** But ahow you the anointed ; " 
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And to his hearers cried, 
"While he to Jesus pointed, — 
" Behold the Lamb of God, 
*' Whose blood, for sinners spilt, 
" A fountain shall supply 
" To wash away their guilt ! " 

5 O what a word was that ! 
To US the message reaches ; 

And shall we not aecept 
The mercy that it teaches 1 
Hail to the Lamb of God, 
By John so clearly shown 
The Savior of the world ; 
And be his praises known ! 

6 This word, O Lord, reveals 
The myst'ry of salvation ; 

May it thy glory sound 
To ev'ry clime and nation ! 
Who penitent believes, 
Has joys unknown before ; 
And, when his course is done, 
Shall live fbrevermore. 

J. A. SoHLBOSL, d. 17ML 
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That mcn to truth might not be strangers, 
—The truth that has its source above, — 
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Might thus escape sin's feiTlrful dangen, 
And purifj their hearts in love ; 
For Ulis, Lord, thou wast hither sent, 
For this thy life on earth was spent. 

2 This daily was thy great employment|— 

. How active was thy ceaseless care t 
In this was centred thy emoyment, 
Nor would thy love its efforts spare 
That, by display of truth so bright, 
The darken'd world might see the light 

3 The light, that shows God's mercy given 

And teaches all we need to know ; 
The light, that shows the way to heaven 
And how that way we should pursue ; 
The light that cheers our prospects here, 
Till we in perfect light appear. 

4 To shed this light, so pure and holy, 

On wretched man — what ills were bome 
By thee ! — ^what soorn from human foUy ! 
Yet all could not thy purpose tum ; 
So great thy patience to endure 
Whatever might thy work secure. 

5 And, Lord, thy life abides forever — 

The life which thou hast liv'd below, — 
The riebest blessing of God's favor, 
For which to him our thanks we owe. 
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A blesnng, too, that bids us raise 
To thee, Bedeemer, songs of praise. 

6 Great Teacher, dow aocept our praises, 
For thy salvation clearly shown : 
May all in sin's delusive mazes 
Th 7 grace and truth be brought to own ! 
And we, here fiiithful to thy love, 
Enjoy thy perfect light above ! 

J. 8. DommoB, d. 1797. 
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Jesus, of what we should approve, 

Thou art the bright example ; 
Thy heart, warm in the Father's love. 

Was virtue's living temple ; 
And with his glorious image sealM, 
Thou, in thy lowly State wast fill'd 
With wisdom, pow'r and goodness. 

2 To do the Father's will, Whose aim 

Was ever shown so zealous ? 

Who, for the honor of his name, 

Was ever found so jealous 1 
Thine was no selfish interest, 
The ruling object of thy breast 
Was but to worJL his pleasure. 
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8 To See proud man His grace refase 
Depress'd th j soul with sadness ; 
Were any brought that graoe to choose, — 

It thriird thj heart with gladness : 
On bis depended all thy will, — 
To Him thine eye was looking stall, 
With meekness and rcliance. 

4 Befbre the world, by word and deod, 

Thou praise to Him didst ofler ; 
Wast ready too as he decreed, 

For our relief to suiFer : 
And as the Father's narae is Zove, 
So thy delight, all eise above, 

Was found in showing merey. 

5 Nor could the injuries or wrath 

Of man, to murmurs move thee ; 
True to thy God, in griefe and death, 

Thou on the cross didst prove thee : 
Tliy courage never falter'd once, 
In him was plac'd thy confidence. 

So cheerful and unwav'ring. 

6 Thy hope was constant in his name, 

With scoffers all around thee ; 
And when thine hour of darkness carae, 

Confiding still it found thee : 
Thy hope was met ; — thy God was there, 
He heard and answer'd then my pray'r, — 

Thou wast from death deliver'd. 
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7 By him wast thou in glory thron'd, 

Angels on high adore thee ; 
There, saints their grateful songs resonnd, 

And cast their crowns before thee,— 
Prodairamg — " Worthj is the Lamb 
" Who died fbr us, — and to his name 
" Be worship, praise, and power ! " 

8 Grant, Lord, that to resemble thee 

May be our highest pleasure ; 
That we too, in God'b love, may see 

Our noblest, riebest treasure ; — 
May in his providence coniide, 
And fearless all his will abide, 

In living, and in dying. 
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Most holy Jesas ! — ^Fount unfailing 
Of joy all other joys excelling, 

Thou art the fount of holinesSb 
The brightest eberubim before thee^ 
The Seraphim, who there adore thee, 
Compar'd with thee sink in disgrace. 
A pattem thou for me, — 
O may I copy thee, 
Holy Savior ! 
And, Jesus, now Thy help bestow, 
And teach me to be holy too t 
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2 Most humble Jesus ! — selfdenjing^ 
With all th j Father's will oomplyinf^ 
To death thou didst bis will pursue : 
My spirit with like temper armiDg, 
Mj actions to thj life oonforming, 
Mj pride and wajwardness subdae t 
Maj I, like thee, be mild ; 
Witb feelings of a child 
Tnily humble : 
And, Jesus, now Thy help bestow, 
And teach me to be humble too ! 

8 watchful Jesus ! — wiUiout slumber, 
By toils and sorrows out of number, 

Thou wast encircled night and day ; 
By day, in ceaseless labor keeping, 
Whole nights before thy God wast weeping, 
Forgetful not to watch and pray. 
Grant thou, O Lord, to me 
That I may also be 
Ever watchful ! 
Yes, Jesus, now Thy help bestow, 
And teach me to be watchful too ! 

4 O tender Jesus ! — ^kindest Savior, 
What love and mildness of behavior 

Didst thou maintain to friend and foe ! 
So GoD to all the sun is sending, 
To all his fruitful show'rs extending, 

Though thanks to him they never show. 
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Like thee, Lord, would I love, 

Myself I thus would prove 
Thy disciple : 
And, Jesus, now Thj help bestow 
And teach me tx> be tender too! 

5 Most genüe Jesus ! — unofl^ding, 
Thj foes, with mjuries unending, 

To wrath could not thj spirit rouse. 
Unmov'd, while shame on thee is pouring,— 
Indignant zeal thj soul devouring, 

When shame is shown thj father's house. 
Mj Savior, I would be 
Thus gentJe, — and like thee 
Tlmel j zealous : 
And, Jesus, now Thj help bestow, 
And teach me to be gentle too ! 

6 Oreat Heir of all !— Thou King most wordij ! 
Though angels oeas'd not to adore thee,— 

Contented here with mean estate, 
A senrant's onlj thj condition, 
Twas thine to jield entire submisnon, 
For seif assuming nothing great. 
O Lord, this temper give, 
That I on earth maj live 
Ever lowlj ! 
Yes, Jesus, now Thj help bestow, 
And teadi me to be lowlj tool 
19 



7 UnsiK>tted Jesus ! — thy demeanor 
Was chaste and pure in all its tenor ; 

A perfect modesty was thine 
In thought and Word, in look and feeling ; 
Thj manners, dress, and acta revealiiy 
A soul of purity divine. 

Dear Savior, I would strive 
Like theo below to live 
Pure and blamelesa. 
And, Jesus, now Thy help bestow, 
And teach me to live spotiess too ! 

8 Most temp'rate Jesus ! — ^in thy trials 
We find, in all thy self-denials, 

Example for our guidance still. 
When hunger press'd, — ^it never hindernd 
The Service to thy Father render'd, — 
Thy hunger was to do his will. 
Lord, teach me in thy school 
My appetites to rule, 
Temp'rance leaming. 
Yes, Jesus, now Thy help bestow, 
And teach me to be tempVate too ! 

9 Now, hear me, Jesus — my chief pleosure, 
Conform me fully to thy measure, 

And let me bear thine Image bright ! 
Thy Spirit and thy strength bestowing, 
That I, in ev'ry virtue growing, 

May ripen for the world of h'ght. 
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O may th j love with pow'r, 
Constrain me more and more, 
FaithfulSavior! 

Tes, Jesus, thou Wilt grace bestow, 

That I maj reign in glory too. 

e. AxiroLD, d. 1740. 



152 MIBAOLBS OF JEStTS. 

How great the wonders wrought bj thee ! 
At thy command diseases flee, 

Their scourge is feit no longer ; 
The devils now their victims yield. 
And Satan, baffled, quits the field, — 

The strong one finds a stronger. 
The raging storm at once is still : 
Thy steady feet, if such thy will. 
Walk on the floods that vainly rave ; 
Thy path is o'er the foaming wave — 
This is an hour Displays a pow'r 

All should adore,' 
And never doubt thy godhead more. 

2 We see the blind restor'd to sight, 
The deaf, now list'ning with deli^t, 

Their way with thee pursuii^ : 
The dying leave their bed of pain, 
The buried walk on earth again, 

Their ended lifo roiewing : 
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Where crowds were fciniah'mg fer bre«d^ 
liiere now b j tfaee are thooauida fed, — 
Sweet as thy new-created vrhie 
Thßy driuk th j heayenl j doctrine in. 
Eadi eoul distresB'd That seeks tfaj Mt 

Is fully blast,— 
Of all good gifla thine are the best 

8 In thee all might and wisdom ator'd, 

With goodness join'd, prodaim thee Lcnd,— 

The rodu might well prodaim it 
But aooffers would more wonders aee,— 
In 80om of all thy works and thee, 

New proof they ask, — and name it :— 
"^ The 8un must at bis bidding stand, 
'^ The moon, abide at his oommand ; 
* Let bim of tirae roll bade the ooarse ; 
** Or rise through sky to God his souroe ; — 
" When this is done, It will be shown, 

"And we will own 
«* He is mdeed God's equal Son.** 

4 Ere shepherds to thy manger came, 
The skies had witness^d to thy daim, 

Unwonted light displaying : 
Again their op'ning vault appear'd, — 
The Father then his love dedarM 

To thee, at Jordan praying : 
Then too, the Spirit ifrom above, 
Descending on thee as a doye, 
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Caird OD the world in thee to own 
Messiah, C3irbt, the promis'd one. 
All wisdom's thine ; While powV divine 

And goodness join 
That here in flesh the God maj shine. 

6 In mercy is thj pleasure still, 
No flames of vengeance at thy will 

Against revilers burning : 
So, when for fire disciples pray'd, 
Thy tender pity was displayM, 

Their thoughts to mercy turning. 
But, sinners, dare not to presume ! 
He, who triumphant bursts the tomb, 
Whom God firom grave to glory brings, 
And there enthrones him King of kings,-^ 
Will ever reign The pride to stain 

Of mortals vain 
Who treat his gospel with disdaln« 

6 To earth thou yct wilt come again, 
Before the gather'd sons of men 
Tö work thy greatest wonder. 
Enthron'd on douds wilt thou appear, 
When friend and foe thy doom shall hear, — 

Theo, ever part asunder. 
Let sinners dread that final doora ! 
To saints thou wilt with favor come : 
By thee they find a mercy seat, 
And now in fiütb thy eoming wiit. 
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Thj woodrous pow'r, Thj wiadoin^ storei 

Thy goodneas, more, 
And truth, dear Savior, we adore. 
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Christ, our bliss — all joys combinbgy 
Hij fiice aboye the sun is shining, 
A glitt'ring robe thy form arrays ; 
Glory bright from thee is beaming, 
Hie Yoioe of truth thy worth proclaimin^ 
Whlle from the Father's mouth it says 
In love*s endearing tone — 
" This is my only Son, 
" Me well pleasing : 
" His wish regard ! And your reward 
" Be endless glory with the Loed ! " 

2 Can one glimpse, so quickly over, 
Saffice US, Jesus, to diseover 

The splendors of thy high estate ? 
All its wonders to be telling, 
We need to build for thee a dwelllug, 
And evermore around thee wait 
Dear Savior, at thy side 
Joy, health and peace abide — 
Hallelujah ! 
Here, Lord, with thee T is good to be, 
From ev'ry care and sorrow free. 
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Lord <^ life, to earth retarniiig^ 
Our bodies with thj ligfat adorning, 
Give US thj splendor then to see ! 
When our dust, o'er grave yictorioufli 
And, &shion'd like His bodj glorious, 
Shall splendid and immortal be, — 
Far brighter light will shine 
Than, Tabor, e'er was thine ! 
While Hosannas 
Of higher praise Our tongues shall raise, 
On Zion's hiU, through endless days. 
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OüB Lord wept o'er Jerusalem 

In sin yet unrelenting ; 
Think, then, what joy it gives to him 

When anners are repenting : 
And How to his own people's cry 
Can he a gracious ear deny ? 
These tears, too, fully manifest 

That Jesus Christ — 
He is the &ithful Great High-priest 

2 Yes, Jesus, and these tears of tlune 
For me make intercession, 
When I from duty's paüi decline, 
Too heedless of transgression. 
Their prioe in God's esteem is high. 
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t 

And nooe wlio thither tum tbekteym 
Of hope, — for guUt aiiioerely gner% 

And an will leaye, 
But that Crom God shall graoe reoeive. 

8 And Haye they not a Toioe to «peak 
Their solemn admonition t — 
A Yoioe that in my soul should waka 

A deep, sinoere oontritioii t 
O waSEsr not that earthly carea 
At once oommand my ready tean^ 
While, in this erring heart of minei 

Sorrow for sin 
Oan brief admission scaroely win. 

4 Füll oft my spirit is depress'd, 
And bitter tears betide me ; 
The sight of crime afflicts my breast, 

The sooffing world deride me : 
Bencath such trials lest I sink, 
T will give new courage then to tbink 
The hatred which to thee they prov'd 

Whom thou hadst lov'd, 
To tears thy tender pity mov'd, 

6 Lord, all my tears thyself dost see. 

And in their order set them ; 

Though many are forgot by me, 

Thou never wilt forget them : 

These, all remember'd, each apart, 

So move with sympathy thy heart^ 
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That, while througli triak I proceed 

Wherethoa hastled, 
Thou oheerest me in all my need. 

6 The ChristiaQ, who with pioua tean 

k io the Spirit sowing, 
Shall reap, when his reward appean^ 

A hafvest overflowing. 
Shall reap such blessings as exoel 
All we oonoeive, or tx>t)gue oould teil,— 
For trifling sorrows of an hour, 

Abundant störe 
Of jöys to last forevermore. 

7 Onoe, grief and shame entwin'd thy head, 

Our sins thy soul encumber'd ; 
•Tears were by thee in torrents shed 

While with transgressors number^d. 
Bat now thy sorrows all are done, 
Above is fix'd thy shining throne, 
And thither soon thou 'It welcome me, 

To honor thee, 
For all thy tears, etemally. 

dlMT. 
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Great thy sorrows, injur'd Jesus, 

That with joy we might be crown'd : 
Thou, firom bondage to release iH^ 
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Art as malefiMstor boimd« 
Schemesof oniel ibes thoa kneireBt^ 
Back, to shun them,never drewert; 
But, in holj oourage streng, 
Goest forth to meet their wroDg. 

2 More than twelve of angel-legiona, 

That Surround thy Father*s throne, 
Quick would leave tbe heaveoly regiona, 

For Übe rescue of hisSon : 
At thy call would fly to save thee, 
Crush the foes that soom and braye ^lee^- 

Yet, for vengeanoe or defense, 

Callest thou no legions thenoe. 

3 Nor the strength of thy high nature 

Leaves thy manhood now alone : 
But, redeeming thy lost creature, 

Boundless might in grace is shown. 
Only let the word be spoken, 
All thy fetters soon were broken, — 

And the throng of seoffing foes 

Plung'd in helpless, hopeless woes. 

4 On they come — ^now, backward fl^ing, 

Prostrate fidl before thy word — 
" I am He ! " — sure proof supplying 

Of thy pow'r and courage, Lord. 
Thee to die no one has driven, 
Life for ua by dioice is given ; — 
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And, our goilty loals to free, 
Shame and bonds are bome by thee. 

5 T is to break our diains forever, 

Thou art bound by wicked hands ; 
To complete God's scheme of favor, 

Sparest thou the soldier-bands ; — 
Aid of friendly sword repelJest, 
Wound of eager foe-man healest ; 

Freely takest fetters on, — 

Though no evil thou hast done. 

6 Shoi^ld thou here aocount me worthy 

For thy sake to suflfep shame ; 
Grant me, Jesus, I implore thee, 

Grace to houor thydear name: 
Bonds, reproach — ^all — ^I can bear it, 
Only give thy cheering Spirit, 

And with joy Pll spend my breath, 

Serving thee, by life, or death. 

J. J. BAKBAoa, d. 178S. 
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How trying to the heart 
The wound that friends impart ! 
To thee, Lord, &r more bitter 
Than büßet, stripe, or fetter, 
That, when thy foes aaaail thee, 
Thy chosen twelve Bhould &il theeu. 
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2 The danger acaroelj nesr, 
These aU are fiU'd with fetf : 
They who oould boast ao loudly, 
And were so ready — proudly 
To proTe their fiuth by dylng, 
Their safety aeek, by flying. 

8 Who boldly drew his sword,^ 
E'en Peter — leaves his Lord ; 
He flees, with panic taken ;— 
Sham'd thee to have forsakeo, 
Betums ; — ^but on new trial, 
Falls deeper by denial. 

4 b&ith in Peter found? 
When safe, he Jesus owu'd, 

Hirn as the Christ prodaiming, 
With zeal and courage flaming, — 
But now, when danger tries him. 
He, with an oath, denies hinu 

5 But soon thy look, O Lord, 
Hirn to himself restor^d, 

His guilt most deeply feeling : 
— Sorrow his Ups is sealing, — 
While tears in torrents pouring, 
For mercy are imploring. 

6 He sought, — ^he found it there : 
O then, let none despair, 

But ask fiugiveoess ratherl 
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God ifl a graciooB &ther, 
And sind, feit as a bürden, 
Througb Qirist may find a pardon. 

7 Had e'en the txaitor too, 
After hisdeed of woe, 

Soogfat graoe, with godly moomii^ 
To thebetray'd retuming, — 
What hasted his perdition, 
That blood had seal'd remission, 

8 But he who mov'd the plot, — 
Satan, — ^forsakes it not, 

Exciting guilty terrors, 
Till Judas' growing error« 
Make him of seif the hater, 
To his own soul a tnutor. 

9 How dreadful his award ! 
Mortals, be on your guard ! 

Still Satan fnghta, entioes. 
Lord, show us his devk^es ! 
Be thou our strength and tower, 
To save as fiwm Ws power. 

10 Should any guüt divide — 
(O may it ne'er betide !) 

Me fiwm thy holy keeping ; 
Make me like P^»r,— wec^ng, 
For grace to thee repairing,— 
Not, JudasJike, de^Munog I 



ata 
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Urg'd, Lord, by sinful terror, 

Peter denied thy name : 
Soon, oonscious of his error, 

He moum'd his guilt with shame : 
Thj look with sorrow fill'd his breast. 
He sought thy pard^ning meroy, 
And was ^ith pardon bless'd. 

2 Afler, how grew this martyr 

In faith and hardihood ! 
Ho scorn'd thy truth to barter, 
But seard it with his blood : 
For thee his Lord he spent his breatb, 
In life declar'd thy glory, 
And honor'd thee in death. 

3 My soul is in disquiet, 

'T is fiird with constant pain : 
T wero useless to deny it, 

From thee concealment's vain, 
And, Lord, I now confess with grief 
Thy name I have dishonor'd, — 
O grant my soul relief ! 

4 When loud the bold blasphemer, 

Amid the scoffing crowd, 
Revil'd thee, my Redeetüer, 
Thy name, my Lord and God ! 



I durst not own myself to be 

A CbristiaB y — ^baselj fearing 
Revilera more than thee. 

5 Lord, thou hadst freelj offer'd 

Thy life's blood in my place,-— 
And still by thee was proffer'd 
For me all needed grace. 
What vile ingratitude was mine, 
That I, the friend of soo£^ 
Would rather seem than thine. 

6 I own, döep sorrow feeling, 

My fear was strangely base : 
Foi^ve me, Lord, revealing 
The strangeness of thy grace. 
On Peter feil thy pitying eye — 
O may thine eye of pity 
Pass my transgression by ! 

7 And may this time of sorrow 

Be ever in my mind ; 
Thence may thy servioe borrow 
New oords my lore to Wnd. 
Far Booner than thy name deny, 
For that dear name, a martyr 
Would I like Peter die. 

8 May but thy &yor arm me, 

Then all reproaoh is vain : 
Whate'er is meant to barm me 
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Sliall only work m j gain. 
Let all mj fbes ihm stret^di imite, 
And manhal all thelr terrora, 
Fm fearless in thy might. 

9 From thee what shall divido me ? 

Henoefbrward I will own, 
Should all the world deride me, 

Jesus mj Lord alone : 
And when before Ü17 judgment brougfat, 

If here I shall oonfess thee, 

Thou wilt deny me not 

B. Mimm, d. ITSS. 
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The Lord of our salvation 

Must now to judgment go ! 
At such humiliation, 

Shall we no wonder show ? 
'Gainst Jesus, the unspotted, 

Of Jews the promis'd Head, 
Their coundl long had plotted, 

He 's now their pris'ner led. 

2 With impious haste and daring, 
To glut their cherish'd hate, 
Their scheme afore preparing, 
Thej huny on his fiite. 
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Their wrath, to fury raging, 

The innooent oondemns : 
His blood alone assiiaging 

Its fierce malignant flames. : 

3 His holy words and living — 

To whom were these unknown 1 
Who most, their favor giving, 

Were bound his worth to own ? 
Who most ow'd him protection 1 

None more should guard his cause, 
Than they who daim'd direction 

Of worship and its laws. 

4 But here false proofs were render^d 

By base and perjur'd men ; 
The holy one was slander'd, 

As if the slave of sin : 
Here justice was denied him, 

The Judge's sin disgrac^d ; 
As &lsehood had belied him, 

The guilty doom was pass'd« 

5 The place bore degradation, 

The court a shameful blot, 
From Jesus' condemnation, — 

His innocence, no spot. 
He spoke not, — his not speaking 

Their calumny disprov'd ; 
While they their rage were wreaking, 

His spirit was unmov'd. 
u 
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6 O that, to wrong perverted, 

Were fbund no jadges stül, 
Whose pow'er b e'er exerted 

To work the righteot» iU ! 
No place, though once devoted 

To virtae and to God, 
That now ia straogelj noted 

For pörjury and blood ! 

7 Keep me, Lord, from deceiviog ! 

Whate'er is right and tnie, 
Thy guidanoe never leaving, 

I onward would pursue : 
In speaking or refraining, 

Would own thy gentle yoke, 
From ev'ry thing abstaining, 

Besentment to provoke. 

8 Reproadi guard me from saying 

To those reproachiDg me ; 
From hate with hate repaying : 

Thtis may I follow thee ! 
I will no inj'ry offer, 

And i^ in duty's place, 

I still must inj'ries suffer, 

l'll trust me to thy grace. 

a J. HmaM, d. 1811. 
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159 JSSFS BEFOBE PHJLTE. 

Behold the man ! How heavy laj 

Oa him the sinner's bürden ! 
What grievous prioe had he to pay 

That we might hope for pardon I 
Such sorrows, since the world began, 
Before were never seen by man, 

Nor since on earth bcen witness'd. 

2 The Prince of life, to glory born, 

Cur Savior here, hereafter, 
Now bears the Jewish rulers' scorn, 

Their taünts, and jeering laughter ; 
As malefactor he is seiz^d, 
Accus'd, defam'd, — the crowd are pleas'd, 

And join the proud derision. 

3 Their fury, raging unrestrain'd, 

To grosser insult urges ; 
With fetters bound, with blood distain'd, 

With buffets bruis'd and scourges, 
A reed bis sceptre, thorns his crown, 
In purple robes for mock'ry shown, — 

He Stands before revilers. 

4 His heathen Judge, of foreign birth, 

Is with compassion taken ; 
He brings him to his brethren forth, 

Their pity to awaken : — 
'' Behold the man !— tbere't no oflfeoM, 
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** I can't oondemn while innooence 
"So strongly pleads to save him ! ^ 

5 In vain ! — alas, 't was all in vain, 

This plea of gentile stranger ; 
The mad, infuriate, Jewish train 

Grow bold in Jesus' danger. 
His death alone can satisfy 
Their rage: — ^with deafning shout they cry, 

To Pilate,— " Orudfy him ! " 

6 Thou canst not, but with horror, think 

That this devoted natioh 
Thus mix their cup of wrath to drink 

To distant generation. 
Think tpo, my soul, how 't is with thee ! 
What are thy sins ? — and art thou free 

From guilt for death of Jesus 1 

7 Behold the man ! — it was for thee 

His shame and griefs were sufFer'd ; 
Now hear him say — " Behold, in me, 

" The victim for thee offer'd ! 
" The guilt was thine^ its fearful load 

" I bore, atoning with my blood, 

" I died, from death to save thee ! " 

8 Biest Jesus, God's beloved Son ! 

Who all my sins removest, — 
Exalted to thy Father's throne, 
Show that my soiü thou lovest ! 
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And let ihy griefs aiid death, O Lord, 
New life and peace to me afford, — 
Thus glorify thy mercy ! 

9 And when the world, when flesh and blood 

To paths of sin allure me ; 
That I may keep the heav'nly road, 

From wand'ring to secure me, 
In mercy cry to me — " Behold 
" The man, who suffer'd ills untold 

." For thee !— Wilt thou forsake me 1 '' 

10 Redeemer, I have swom to thee, 

— Let not my purpose waver ! — 

As my GoD liveth, — that in me 

Thy love shall rule forever : 

And May the mem'ry of thy death 

And sorrows, while I have my breath, 

Constrain me to be fiiithful \ 

B. MünnB, d. ITM. 
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Comb now, my soul, thy thoughts engage 

On what by Christ was spoken, 
When on the cross man's deadly rage 

With griefs his heart had broken. 
His words may prove A gift of love, 

The best his love could ofTer; 
Keep them in störe. And leam their pow'r, 

When call'd thyseif to sufifer. 
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2 What then employM bis care the moct^ 

Of his first pray'r the bürden, 
Was that the sooffing, cruel bost 

From GoD sbould find a pardon. 
"PorgiTe ! forgive ! And let them live ! 

** My Father, O forgive tbem ! 
** They little know What 't is tbey do, — 

^ Their darken'd hearts deceive tbem.'* 

8 How good, for bäte to render love, — 

T is what bis pray'r would teach ua, — 
Nor seek, by inj'ry, to remove 

The injuries that reach us. 
T would also teach — In grace how rieh 

The man whp, when with rudeness 
Malignant foes His good oppose, 

Opposes only goodness. 

4 To Mary then he made address, 

Where she with John was mourning ; 
And from bis cross soothM her distress, 

His heart with pity yeaming ; 
** Motber, thy son Behold ! — this one 

"Belov'd by me, will love thee ! " — 
** Thy motber see ! And do for me 

"As love to both sball move thee ! " 

5 So, Lord, thy friends shall ever share 

Thy love, nor meet denial : 
Thou watchest them with tender care, 
In seasons of their triai : 
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By deed and word, Wilt help afibrd, 

When sorrows may depress them : 
In all their grie^ Wilt give relie^ 

And with new mercies bless them. 

6 Then, next, our Savior spake the word 

To one this pray'r addressing- — 
** Bemember me with favor, Lord, 

^ And grant me then thy blessing, 
^ When thou the throne And glorious crown 

" Shalt take, as Prince of Heav^ ! " 
Said He—« The bliss Of Paradise 

" To thee, this day, be given ! " 

7 How sweet this promise to assuage 

The cares of saints who hear it ! 
Should Death redouble all his rage, 

No l<xiger shall they fear it. 
Wiih all his pow'r, What can he mom 

Than soul and body sever? 
While they diall nse, To perfect joys 

In Paradise forever, 

8 Bot while the male&ctor's joy 

Thy words, O Lord, awaken, 
Yet deeper griefe thy soul employ, 

Now by thy GrOD forsaken. 
^ Eli ! my God ! So great a load 

** Why am I doom'd to sufier ! 
** Tiiat when I cry To thee on high, 

" No answer thou wilt offer." 
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9 Leam henoe this lesson, O my soul,*^ 

When grie& firom God assail tbee, 
When waves of sorrow o'er thee roll, 

Let not thy patdence fail thee ! 
Till life be past, Hope to the last 

To see the storm abating ! 
In fiuth abide ; Through him who died, 

For mercy pleading, waiting. 

10 He speaks agun, and feebly cries, 

— ^His thirst firom anguish growing, — 
^I thirst !'' — Thus spake he whose supplies 

Of life to all are flowiog. 
What can it mean ! — It thence is seen 

How he was bow'd with curses, 
Fop crimei^ of thine Through years of sin, 

That thou might sing of mercies. 

11 And fiirther, too, well may it teach — 

How much it meets bis pleasure, 
That still bis cross, in all and each, 

Of good should work its measure. 
Be ye aware Whose anxious care 

Your thirst for grace is showing, — 
To give you drink, Himself would sink 

With thirst — ^his blood bestowing. 

12 And when bis strength well nigh was gone 

His soul with griefs replenish'd, 
Then said be — ^" Now the Work is done ! " 
But, What work then was finish'd ? 
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Twas often told By seers of old, — 

Through ages 't was predicted, 
That on the Son, For sins our own, 

Such griefs should be inflicted. 

13 T is finish'd ! What for thee remains ? 

Wouldst thou the work go over, 
As if the smner's toü and pains 

Could help his guilt to oover 1 
The work is done ! Well be it knowih— 

Naught can be added to it. 
T is thine, by faith, To trust his death, 

And by thy living show it 

14 His sorrows now have reach'd their end,— 

" Receive," he cries, " my spirit ! 
" This, Father, I to thee oommend, 

**Thy glory to inherit" 
His GoD receives The soul that leaves 

The heart that death is chilling : 
Hius firom his woes He found reposoi 

The plan of grace fulfilling. 

15 Grant, O my God, that such an end 

May, when I die, attend me ! 
That I with jöy into thy hand 

Of mercy may commend me ! 
And when my Lord's Last spoken words 

My last words too are spoken, 
Then let me rise To take the prize 

Of bliss that's never broken ! 

Pavl GnsAUv & 1^^ 
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161 L^T WORDS OP JESUS. 

Tis fioished ! " — thus, in tortures dying, 
Spake Jesus with triumphant Yoioe ; 

Words, from our fears relief supplying, 
Which bid confiding souls rejoice 
That now the ofifring is complete 
Whereby to find a mercy-seat 

2 Our Savior dies ! — tihe rocks are shaken, 

In darkness hides the glimmMng sun, 
And sleeping saints from death awaken, — 
The grave for them is open thrown : 
Earth quakes, — ^the temple-veil divides,— 
Nothing the seat of mercy hides. 

3 How much, O Lord, art thou fulfilling, 

While Death and Hell their pow'r diq>la7 ! 
Thy agonies the wrath are stilling 
Which on a world of sinners lay. 
The work b done ! there needs no more, 
But that for mercy we implore. 

4 Our all to thee, O Lord, we tender, 

No less thy benefits require ; 
Help US, that we the service render, 
To which our grateful hearts aspire : 
With needed strength our weakness meet, 
That we our ofifring may complete. 

5 Oft painful fears of Death alarm us : — 

O nerve us for that trying hour ! 
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May tken the courage fully arm us 

Wherewith thou hast subdued his pow'r : 
Thus, by thy streDgth brought oonq'rors tfaroagh, 
We will exdaim— " T is finish'd ! " too. 

J. E. SomiDi^ d. 174& 
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LxT tears descend ! Man's noblest frieod. 

In deeds of love untiring, 
Now, amid reproach and sbame, 

Is with thieves expiring. 

2 Let tears descend ! Man^s injured fiiend 

In snares of Hell is taken : 
What the grief his soul endures, 
While by all forsaken ! 

3 Let tears descend ! Man's sufi^ring friend 

His^soul to GoD is breathing : 
Ransom for a guilty world 
By his death bequeathing. 

4 Let tears descend ! Man's &ithfiil firieod 

In dreary grave is lying : 
Weep no more ! Sweet dcop is there 
Rest and strength supplying. 

5 Weep, weep no more ! Our Lord, with pow'r, 

Without corruption seeing, 
Shall from death, in glory new, 
Rise to endless being. 
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103 BUBIAL OF JESUS. 

Now to the tomb Thyself art oome, 
Who, death for us endurlng, 

Didst bear the curse for sin, 
Etemal life procuriDg. 

2 Death wrought his will On thee, and still 
Our life in thee reposes, 

As of weak mortals now 
The grave thy form indoses : 

3 Yet, in the grave, Thy God shall save 
Thee, from corruption seeing : 

And soon be shown thy pow'r 
From death thy body freeing. 

4 Yes, and at last, When Time is past| 
Us jfrom the grave thou'lt waken ; 

And why should now our hearts 
With fear of it be shaken ? 

5 Nay, we will there Till thou appear. 
In peace and hope recline us ; 

Then, through thy death, to thee 
From death and grave will join us. 

6 Ye, whom in chains The world detains, 
May at corruption tremble : 

Through Christ, our moulder'd flesh 
His body shall resemble. 
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7 No, — ^nothing^s lost, Sure is our trust, 
The very dust that's sleeping, 

For glory purified, 
Shall leave the earth's safe keeping. 

8 Then let the grave Our bodies have, 
This matter nothing grieves us : 

The thinking on thj grave 
From all such care relieves us. 
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Dting a guilty world to save, 
Jesus the shout of vict'ry gave, 
With his last breath " Tis done ! " he cried, 
In silent wonder, round the throne 
The angels stood, when to the Son — 
"The work is finish'd ! " — God replied. 
The heavens heard, and raise 
New songs of sacred praise 
To God the Son. 
He oonquers, — for the vict'ry dies I 
Thus Judah's Lion wins the prize I 

2 He left the tomb, with glory crown'd, 
God, reconcil'd, the ransom own'd ; — . 

The curse of Sinai rules no more : 

Who now thy triumpHs, Grave, shall sing 1 
Relentless Death, where is thy stingf 

Ye're oaptives to the victor's pow'r. 
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Tis done, in Hell's despite, 
This work of graoe and migfat^— 
Jesus be prais'd ! 
Oreat Death-destroyer ! with thine aid, 
Of Death who now shall be afraid 1 

8 Assert, victx>rious King, thy throne! 
A people shall thy sceptre own, 
Unnumber^d as the moruing dew : 
They're safe who put in thee their truatf 
Zion, all glorious from the dust, 
Thou wilt restore with honors new. 
Though fire and sword impede, 
The church shall rise : — the deed, 
Jesus, is thine ! 
Hell rages, — this but swells thy praise, 
Thy vict'ries all its fury raise. 

4 Thou wilt appear to judge our race,— 
Grant me, Hedeemer, then a place 
Among the saints upon thy right ! 
Thou Savior from avenging doom 
When flames shall earth and skies consume, 
Afore prepare me for thy sight ! 
High-seated on thy throne, 
The Conq'ror, Gron's own Son, 
Thy grace bestow ! 
That I may love thy service here, 
And with thy saints at last appear. 
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165 BESUBBBCnOir of chbist. 

Mt Savior lives ! — and through death's dreary ^ocnn 

Now streams the dawn of day, 
The Prinoe of life to us with life is oome! 
The grave has lost its prey! 
In death awhile he slumber'd^ 

Now wakes with strength to save ; 
No more with sorrows cumber'dy 
He left them in the grave. 

2 My Savior leada/ — and Hell, and Grave, and Death 

Are driven back to Night ! 
My^soul he strengthens now with cheerful fiuth, 

To seek his home of light 
Through shades of Death, — ^beside me,— 

And through the grave, — still on, 
He heavcnward will guide me, 

The path himself has gone. 

3 My Savior reigna /— on high in glory reigns I 

Hb throne shall ever last ! 
With power divine the sceptre he sustaina, 

His trials all are past 
At death my trials closing, 

My soul with him shall rest ; 
My flesh, in hope reposing, 

Shall wake, with glory blest 
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166 BBSüBBBCnON OT OHBIBT. 

Wbo is this with gloiy gleaming^ 
Hb features bright with idct'rj beamlng, 
That shines amid sepulohral glcHMnl 
Mortals !— of your dread annoyer, • 
Of Death — it is the great Destroyer, 
Wbo now triumphant leaves the tomb. 
EGs grave is empty now, — 
His foes are lying low 
All around him. 
His pndses teil ! O'er Death and Heu, 
In grateful songs, his vict'ry show! 

2 Sin brought Death and desolation,-* 
Thou Prince of life and of salvation, 

Of Death thou hast subdu'd the might : 
That to earth peace might be given, 
And man enjoy the hopeof heaven, 
Thyself didst leave the realms of light. 
Thy struggle not for thee, — 
Thy vict'ry, Lord, for me — 
Me a sinner ! 
Thy death endur'd My life secur'd, 
And set my prison'd spirit free. 

3 Jesus, shall I not adore thee ? 

My thanks shall never cease before thee, 
Thy praise my heart can ne'er decline. 
Thou for me the fight sustaining, — 
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Li death a perfect victVy giuning,— 
Thy vict'ry, Conqueror, is mine. 
My love shall endless prove 
For thy fiur Hoher love, 
Mighty H^ro: 
SoDgs too of praise And thanks I raise 
To thee, eternal God above. 

Now, this Conqueror addressing, 
Come, sinners, humbly seek his blessing, 
And fix your &ith on Him alone ! 
Each with me now bow before him, 
With songs of grateful praise adore him, 
And teil what he for us has done ! 
His Word let alj believe, 
As (jod's own truth receive 
All hb teaching! 
He won the prize. And bids us rise 
That in his glory we may live* 

When the cup of Death is tasted, 
For US his terrors all are wasted, — 
Where is his sting 1 What can he do ? 
Jesus lives ! — ^His saints he numbers, 
His voioe shall wake us from our slumbers, 
And then our graves be empty too. 
Those who his promise trust, — 
He'll raise them from the dust — 
Vict'ry shouting. 
The voioe — it oomes — " Leave now your tombs! 
** Ariae, and triumph with the just 1 " 
21 
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6 What a daj of bliss surprinngy 
When now the Sun of glory rifting, 

Shall scatter Death's loDg-gathar'd gjoom f 
O what joy and wonder bleoded, 
When, all our night of darknesa ended, 
The morn shall break upon our tomb ! 
Great Leader, guide our way 
On to that glorious day,— 
Lo, we follow ! 
Yes, though thy path Shall lead through death, 
We'll follow thee without delay. 

7 Terror, Lord, to Hell thou givest,— • 
Thyself hast died, — and yet thou livest' ; 

Thy lifeand reign shall ever last: 

Vict'ry, life, a throne in heaven, 
His World to nile, thy Gqd has given : — ' 
And tili thy glory shall be past, 
In it, 't will be thy care 
That all thy friends shall share 
Here, hereafter. 
By thy behest, We here are blest, 
And look for endless blessings there. 

B.MtrBirntt,d. ITM. 



167 * EXALTATION OF CHBIST. 

Christ our Lord is risen, 

Bursting Death's dark prison : — 
Ulis fills the angel-hosts with joy. 
And will their endless prmse employ. Hallelujah ! 
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2 Life for us he offer'd ; 
Death he fireely suffer'd, 

To bring immortal life to light : 

For Ulis well sing with soiü and might — ^'Hallelujaht" 

3 On the cross su^nded, 
There his griefe were ended : 

He now on high in glory lives, 

For US his intercession gives. Hallelujah ! 

4 Here a feeble stranger, 
None to share his danger, 

Abas'd, the pow'rs of Hell he bound, — 

Now reigns, — his victVy angels sound. Hallelujah! 

5 Once, the grave his dwelling, 
Now, his deeds are telling 

Whose pow'r it is the dead to raise, — 

The ransom'd host proclaim his praise. Hallelujah ! 

6 He, fix)m condemnation, 
Shows ä free salvation, 

For all who will repent, believe, 

And through His blood the grace receive. Hallelujah ! 

7 Lord, shall we before thee 
With thj saints adore thee 1 

Prepare our souls for that employ, 

While here we sing with holy joy — "Hallelujah T 

Commended bat dlsdaimed bj LmBBB. 



8M 
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Rxjoics, ye saints ! — ^your fears be gone 1 
Tour Lord asorads to take hn Ünone^-ih. 
He conquers ! — ^with triumphant voioe^ 
Prodaim his yict'iy and rejoice ! 

2 His oonflict here is finish'd now, 
Death is disarm'd, a vanquishM Ibe,-^- 
Peaoe to the world from God is giy'n. 
And He with gloiy crownM in heav'm 

8 Now all abroad, and to the skj, 
Extol his pow'r and majesty ; 
The Seraphim resound his praise, — 
To him your highest anthems raise ! 

4 All nations are his purchas'd right, 
His sceptre rules with grace and might, 
Will ever rule, tili at his feet 

All foes shall to his powV submit 

5 In ev'ry strait He is at band, 
The guardian of his faithful band ; 

He is their Head : — ^your honors brin^ 
And let the skies with echo ring ! 

6 Jesus, aceept our honors due ! 

While we, with praise and rapture, view 

The glories of the heav'nly throne, 

To which thy GrOD ezalts bis Son« ^ 
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7 In thee our störe of blessings lies, 
And ßiith in thee secures the prize 
So dearly purcfaasM, with thy blood, 
For all who seek a pard'ning Gtod. 

8 What should we fear 1 Thou art our Lord| 
Thy pow'r and skill shall be our guard, 
Thy grace, all needed mercies grant^ 

Thy fullness, meet our ev'ry want 

9 We joy, — in hope, when life shall end, 
Etemal life with thee to spend ; 

On earth our pilgritn-service done, 
To serve with angels round thy throne* 

10 O draw us to thee more and more^ 
That upward our desires may soar, 
And seek the things that are above, 
Where sits the Savior whom we love. 

11 And may thy throne of glory there 
So sink all earthly joy and care, . 
That, from a life of &ith below, 
We may ascend to glory too. 

12 Theo will we, O thou sinners' firiend, 
With nobler pow'rs thy fiune extend ; 
And, to thy praise, new songs employ 
In regions of etemal joy. 
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169 JBsus, Kma of olobt. 

Lift up now your heads for the Prinoe eTerglorioos 
Wide open, ye gates of the world, to your King! 
He oomes,— over Hell and his foes all-victorioosi 
He oomes his salvation to bring. 

2 He oomes, who alone spoiling Death of lua terron^ 
Gan quell our alarms of the opening grave ; 
Who cdnnera, from bondage to ruinous errora^ 
By graoe is almighty to save. 

8 llieir hands, stead of bonds, theglad palm-brancfa are 
bearing; 
And hopes, stead of sorrows, are filling the breast ; 
For prison-groans, songs now their joys are dedaring, 
Their troubles are follow'd by rest. 

4 His heralds haste onward the message of hearen, 

Prodaiming salvation, and life from the dead : 
Away the dark clouds of delusion are driven. 
And night's gloomy shadows are fled. 

5 May we, King of glory, our honors now bringing; 

For all the rieh tokens to man of thy love ; 
In life and in death here thy praises be singing, 
Th^ sing nobler praises above. 
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170 THE KINGDOM OP CHBIST ON EASTH. 

Can human thought thy secret counsels measure, 

Our King at God's right band, our sov'reign Lord 1 
We See thee form a people for thy pleasure, 

Thy little flock from ev'ry mischief guard. 
Where is a work of wonder like thine own 1 

An humble work, and yet of gknry too ! 

So stiUy—on earth 't is heeded but by few, 
So great, tbat angels hail it round thy throne. 

2 Celestial principalities and powers 

Here leam thy wisdom deep, and manifbld : 
While, o'er the sinner, righteous vengeance lowers, 

. With glad surprise thy mercy they behold. 
Thy law and grace together must unite — 

Can light and darkness then be made agree? 

Faith wonders : — naught but darkness can we see, 
Bat all thy darkness only leads to light. 

3 Yes — ^'t is through death that thou to life art leading, 

The vict'ry is alone for them who yield : 
The shadows thick must ürst abroad be spreading, 

Before thy moming star can be reveal'd. 
Here clouds of gloom encircle us around, 

Through deserts wild and drear lies ofb our way, — 

Till we will hail of light a single ray, 
Bejoice, when one poor blade of comfort's found. 

4 Thine eye of fire the universe pervading, 

To Thee the secret thoughts of all are known ; 
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How oft tlie hearts, our ooDfidenoe p erau a cBi y, 
Are to thy view unsound and faithless ahowiL 

Uly call and choice, ^hat's 8com*d by otfaen^ nise^ 
übe lowly are preferr^d : — men would not qpare 
The plant, that in thy garden wins thy care^ 

And, more than proudest tree, yields fruit of praiaa. 

5 The poor man, not the rieh, thy gifte replenidi,— « 

That praiae to thee may ne'er be miz'd with pride ; 
Befoire thy light must human glory Tanish ; 

The glory of thy grace alone abide. 
Tliou teachest all — thine all-^ufficiency ; 
1^ For humble souls thou keepest open door, 

Against the proud thy gates wilt doubly bar, 
Our weakness make us feel in victory. 

6 No change or weakness de thy plans discover ;— « 

Who shall presume to form thy oouncil-board ? 
Thou dost thy will : — and only when 'tis Qver, 

We then may leam the pleasure of our Lord. 
Here is a land ; — for vengeance ripe it seems ; 

Thou sendest thither messengers of graoe;— 

** T is Midnight ! " — is the cry, — ^but in its plaoc^ 
Behold thy mercy spreads its moming beams. 

7 A Station here — thou lettest foes destroy it, — 

T was one, perhaps, of which thy flock were proud : 
There^ guardest well from all that would annoy it^ 

A baiTen field whcre scarce a blossom blow'd. 
Here^ with thy host display'd in raartial line, 

Struck down in midst of life, their charnfnon diedj 
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2%ertf, lone and feeble, for relief applied 
A sickly guest, — where now thj temples shine. 

8 As river coursesj human heartsithou turnest ; — 

ITutt secret wisdom, Lord, is onlj thine : 
The vict'ry, oft, with striving long thou earnest^ 

But, oft, one word of grace will vict'ry win. 
The wildest teiiipers to thy beck are tarne, — 

How many foes receive thy gentle sway ! 

The strongest now are led thy willing prey,— 
They stay to bless thee, who for cursmg came. 

9 The.age of wonders never yet has ended ; — 

Thy name is " Wonderful," nor suffers loes, 
Thcy see it not, whose glare themselves has blinded, 

When shine abroad the wonders of the oross. 
Still by thy angels are the light'nings sped— 

Lo ! Sennacherib, with his dauntless host, 

Of soom to thee and people makes hb boast,— 
The morning coraes, — th' insultmg foe has fled. 

10 To testify, — with joy thy people hasten, — 

That Israelis Hero thou abidest still ; 
And though thy hapd may bow them oft, and chasten, 

They leave thee not, — thy Spmt rules their will. 
So much of light upon our hearts has shone, 

How eould we wish to live in darkness more ! 
Who once has known thee, and thy saving pow'r, 
A thousand times will trust thee — thee alone. 

11 We of thy glory now can only stammer, 

Although m gloiy thou art ever great 
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Biest he who^ in these timee ci doabt aad cbmor, 
Bj fiuth maintaiDs aU^iance to thj atito. 

i\^ fitfiil glimpses break the gloom of night^— « 
Bat earth firom pole to pole shall own thyswaj : 
Thy triumplis ihen shall i^w, in endless daj, 

Tbj foolishness is wise, — Üij darknesa, ligfat 



171 JESUS IN OLOBT. 

OuR Jesus, now at God's right hand, 
Is high in glory seated : 

He reigns in that dear &ther-land 
From ßir with transport greeted, 

Whither our warm affections move, 

And where celestial spirits love 
Hirn, as their Lord, to honor. 

2 Above all piincipality 

His shining throne he raises^ 
The angels' highest minstrelsy 

In vain would reach his praises : 
To him the songs of cherubim, 
Besponded by the seraphim, « 
Cry"Holy! Holy ! Holy!" 

8 All things are subjcct to his reign, 
The earth and skies together, — 
What is, and what has ever been, 
The Upper world and nether ; 
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All powV and might of ev'ry name '^ 
Shall own^ dear Lord, th j Boy'reigQ daim-* 
Thy rule is universal. 

4 Thou must too be our great Higb-priest, 

Thy blood, our soul's oblation ; 
None eise can show our guilt releas'd, 

Or bless us with salvation. 
The graoe we need none eise oan give, 
For none, like thee, a priest shall liye 

To intereede forever. 

5 Bright hopes to us thy love afibrds, 

To faith thou naught deniest ; 
Thou reignest now the Lord of lords, 

Above all kings the Highest : 
Thy throne of righteousness secure 
Through endless ages will ^idure, 

Dispensing graoe and judgment. 

6 Immanuel ! ever at our side 

Thou'lt be, tili time is ended, 
Through all our pilgrimage to guide, 
With pow'r and mercy blended : . 
. In ev'ry strait wilt bring us through,— 
For US contend and oonquer too, — 
Till Death himself is vanquish'd. 

7 Thou say'st — ^" Hirn that shall overoome 

" None from my joys shall sever ; 
^ A child of 6oD Fll bring him bome, 
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^To libste mj throne foreyer ; 
** l?en as I too have vict'ry wod, 
^ And sit upon my Fatber's throne 

** In majesty and glory." 
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Ths trampet sounds ! — ^the day is oome t 

In glory Qirist revealing ; 
To men the day of final doom-*- 

Their State forever sealing. 
He comes ! The Son of man is here, 
Borne on a doud, see him appear 

Array'd in robes of judgment ! 

2 Earth's fleeting schemes of error fidl, 

But firm the truth of ages ; 
Now right deddes with even scale, 

And sin receives its wages ; 
Kepentance has no longer space, 
Art and deception find no place, — 

T were vain to seek false witness. 

8 Here, on the brink of endless fate, 
Each takes his sev'ral Station : 
All who have lived, both small and great, 

Since first the world's creation ; 
Each by th' Omniscient seen, they stand, 
Though countless as the occan's sand,— 
All wait the' solemn sentence. 



HTHNB TFBOU TBE OSBICAV. 888 

4 He speaks ! — the list'ning skies ar6 still, — 

All eyes on Jesus centre, 
While awe and dread the bosom fill :-— 

^Come ye, yaur kingdom enter 1^^ 
He says to thoae who mercj sought: 
And then, — ^to all who priz'd it not, — 

" Depart from me, ye cureed I ** 

5 O Lord, with what resistless might 

Thy doom of justice sounded ! 
The sinners, who refus'd thy right. 

Sink down to Hell, confounded ; 
Where meets thera deep, unmingled woe, — 
Ah ! Who can ever save them now 1 

All hope is gone forever ! 

6 But lo ! The saints ascend on high, 

Cloth'd with the light of heaven ; 
Their Savior leads them through the sky— 

What burst of joy is given ! 
For now they see, with raptur'd eyes, 
That faith and love receive the prize, 

Through grace rieh, free, abounding. 

7 And see ! — ^they take the mansions bright, 

Where God prepar'd their dwelling : 
Like angels now, — and, to their sight, 

Their joys are onward swelling : 
They knew in part, — now, all is clear, — 
Nor doubt, nor sorrow enters here, 

To break their bliss unesasing. 
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8 Oft, Jemm, from thj jadgment^eal, 
Would I reflectioa borrow : 
Tbat thuB inj bouI maj fearlen meet 

Hie waves of eutfalj sorrow. 
O teaoh my hopes above to moont, 
Whfle, mindful of inj last aoooont, 
I aeardi thy truth for guidanoe ! 



DOXOLOGIES: 

BKRTÜTG ALSO AS AK 

INDEX IQ THS ICSASUBSS OF THE HTKKS. 



I. OF FOUR LINES. 
I. 
To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
While angels bow before him, 
With joy let all the ransom'd host 
Sing praises and adore him. 

(HTxnn 51.) 

n. 

2 To GoD,— the Father, and the Word, 
And Holy Ghost, — with one acoord, 
Let US with angels join to raise 

The song of gratitude and praise. 

or, 
Whkn angels " Holy ! Holy ! " cry, 
"Supreme in grace ! " let saints reply, 
And strive in praise to honor most 
The Father, Son, and Holy Ghost 

(H. 70, 75, 114^ 122, 188, 168.) 

in. 

3 To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost sing praises, 

The GoD whom Christians love ; 
From sin and fear, from dealh and Hell he raise% 
To endleas joys above. 

(H,80.) 
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IV. 

4 To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, «ng praiaes ! 
He ia the Cjod of graoe : — and from tfae mases 
Of ain, and death, and Hell, he bida ua oome 
To joya on high — a bright, etemal home. 

(H.118w) 
V. 

5 Now to our God, — the Father, and the Son, 
And Holy Ghost, — ^be sacred honora done ! 

Let aainta below, with deepest adoration, 
And aainta above, extol bis great aalvatkm ! 

(H. IIA.) 
VL 

6 Now to our (tod— the Father, Son, 

And Holy Spirit, sing ! ^ 

With praise to God, the Three-in-one, 
Let all creation ring. 

(H. 129.) 

vn. 

7 Now to Father, Son, and Spirit, 

Let the earth her praises sing I 
And, ye angels, as ye hear it, 

Let the skies your echoes ring I 

(H. 188.) 
VIII. 4 

8 To Father, Son, and Spirit, 

From earth let praise arise ! 
Ye angels, as ye hear it, 

Prolong it through the skies I 

(IL14<147.) 
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9 To OoD,— to the Fadier, the Son, and the Spirit, 
Let saints now with aogels in praises unite ! 
Beginning the joys thej shall fullj inherit 
Forever in r^ons of üght 

(H. IM.) 



n. OF FTVE UNEa 
I. 
10 Baise high your song 

To Father, Son, and Spirit, 

Ye saints below ! 
And angels, as ye hear it, 
With saints above, the praise prolongl 

(H.4.) 



11 To GoD, the Father of our Lord, 
To GoD, the Son, the living Word, 

To GoD, the Holy Ghost, 
Let saints their grateful notes prolong, 
"The GoD of grace" their only song, 

(H.4».) 

nr. 

12 LxT saints below their honors bring 

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost ^ 
Here tune their yoioe the praise to sing 
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That shall emploj the beayenlj host^ 
Forevermore. 

(H.«) 
IV. 

13 To GoD, the Father of our Lord, 
To GoD the Son, the living Word, 
To GoD, the Spirit of all grace, 

Our songs we raise, 
While heav'n rcsounds with higher praiae. 

(H. 81, 181, 184.) 
V. 

14 To Father, Son, And Spirit,— One, — 
As by the host of heaven, 

Glorj, honor, thanks, and praise 
By the earth be given ! 

(H. 1«8.) 
VI. 

15 To God alone, The Three in One, 
On earth be praises given, 

As by the saints redeem'd, 
And angel-hosts in heaven. J 

(H. 168.) 



16 Ye of ev'ry nation 

Hoping for salvation, 
Praise only God who saves the lost, 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 
Hallelujah ! 

(H. 16T.) 
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in. OF SIX LINEa 
I. 

17 Who, with deepest adoration, 
Should extol the great salvation 

Wrought by grace for sinuera lostl 
Sinners sav'd, your honora bringing, 
Lead its praises, ever singing 

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost! 

(H.».) 

u. 

18 To Father, Son, And Spirit,— One,— 
The GrOD who reigns in heaven,^ 

As done above, May praise and love 
By all on earth be given. 

(H.lt) 

III. 

19 Now to the Father-GoD, whogave us 

His Son to bear away our guilt ; 
To GoD the Son, made flesh to save us, 

Whose blood was for our ransom spilt ; 
To GoD the Spirit of all grace, 
Let praise ascend from ev'ry place. 

(H.18, 17, 82, 47,08, er, 78, 84» 99, 128, IST, 181, 148^ 16t) 
IV. 

20 CoME, let US now our honors bring, 
To Father, Son, and Spirit sing, — 

The song of angels raising ! 
Let all below, and all above^ 
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Unite in holy J07 and lore^ 
Our QoD Jehovah prainng ! 
(H.i«,i8,ei,t8.) 

Y. 

21 Pbaisx to the Father-GroD, who gave ns 

His Son to seek and save the lost ; 
To GoD the Son, who died to save us,*- 

Nor less to God the Holj Ghost : 
Etemal praise for graoe abounding, 
To God, the Three in One, be sounding t 

(H.84.) 
VI 

22 Praise to God the Father bring,— 
Well our praise his favors merit ; 

And with equal praises sing 
God the Son, and God the Spirit : 
Praise in song, ye heav'nly host, 
Father, Son, and Iloly Ghost ! 

(H. 88, 88, 128.) 
VII. 

23 To God, whone boundless favors 
Demand our best endeavors 

In songs of grateful praise,— 
To Father, Son, and Spirit, 
As well their glories merit, 
Let earth and skies loud anthems raise. 

(H. 48, 4M, 88, 116.) 
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vni. 

24 OüR GrOD, who frotn heaven 

His blessings has given, — 
The Father, the Son, and the Spirit we sing : 

While angels before him, 

And saints too adore him, 
Exalting with praises Eternity's King. 

(H. M.) 
IX. 

25 Now to the Father, the Son and the Spirit, 

Sing all ye angels enclrding the throne ! 
Samts who in glory his promise inherit, 

Sing to the God who your victory won ! 
Saints here below, too, in chorus be einging 
Him who your spirits to glory is bringing. 

(H.(&) 

z. 

26 To God the Father, God the Son, 
And God the Spirit, — ^Three m One,-^ 

On earth be praises given ; 
While angels raise Their higher praise 
With the redeem'd in heaven. 

(H. 85, 90.) 
XT. 

27 LsT Jews no longer spum their King ! 
Nor Moslems their false prophet sing ! 
Let Heathens cast to bats and moles 
The gods that cannot save their souls i 
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Let all below unite, with angel bost, 

To praise the Father, Son, and Holy Ghost ! 

(H.108.) 

xn. 

28 Hm, who gaye his odIj Son ; 

Hirn, who died from death to raiae ; 
Hirn, who makes the Savior koown, 

All ye ransom'd join to praise ! 
Praise in song, ye heav'nly host, 
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost ! 

(H. HO.) 

zm. 

29 Let God the Father, Gtod the Son, 

And God the Spirit be ador'd, 
By saints and angels round the throne, 

By all on eartl^ who love the Lord. 
To Him, whose graee all good suppliea, 
Now let our Hallelujahs rise ! 

(H. 119.) 
XIV. 

80 Father, Son, and Holy Spirit, 

Now ye saints exalt with prabe : 
And, ye angels, as ye hear it. 
Higher still your anthems raise ! 
Striving how to honor most 
Father, Son and Holy Ghost. 
(ai46.) 



DOXOLOGIEB. 848 



XV. 

81 To GoD,--the Father, Son, 
And Holy Spirit, — One, — 
Be honor, glorj, blessing, 
With songs of praise unoeasing I 
Let all on earth adore him, 
And angels bow before him ! 

(H. 156.) 



IV. OF SEVEN LINEa 

I. 
32 Tflou GoD and Father of our Lord, 

We bring our praise before thee ; 
Thou equal Son, the living Word, 

With praises we adore thee : 
Thou Holy Ghost accept the praise 
Which, taught of thee, alike we raise 

To Father, Son, and Spirit. 
or, 
Now to the Father, and the Son, 

And Holy Ghost give praises ! 
To GoD, whose graee to sinners shown 

From death to glory raises : 
Let saints below, and saints above, 
With angels vie in showing love, 

'T is man alone finds mercy. 

(H. 1, 14, 18, 29, 81, 88. 48, 54^ 60, «8» 64^ 7i T«, 92, 108, 109, 111, 117, ISB^ 
IIB, 142, 14ß 169 169, 171, 172.) 



S44 DoroLOOi». 

n. 

88 Ln au, with heart and Ycic% 

To Father, Son, and Spirit 

Sing praises and rejoioe i 

To Hirn, his Son, who gave^ 

To Hirn, who died to save, 

To Hirn, who works our peaoe^ 

Our honors we address. 
(H.ao.) 

m. 

84 Glort now to Gron who gave ns 
His Son to bear awaj out guilt ! 

To GrOD the Son, made flesh to save u% 
Whose blood was for our ransom spüt^ 
To 6oD the Spirit of all grace, 
Let saints resound, in endless praise, Glory ! 

(RM.) 
IV. 

85 To GoD be praise ! — ^The Father of our Lord 

The Son and Spirit, too, 
With grateful songs of honor be ador'd, 

By all who dwell below ; 
While hosts above, with joy unceasingy 
To Him give glory, honor blessing • 
To GoD be praise ! 
or, 
Praise Him that's true ! — ^The Father of our Lord, 

The Son he loves so well, 
And Holy Ghost — ^forever be ador'd ! 
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Let saints bis pndaes teil 
Whom ai^iela, forlus trath unbeading, 
Extol with praises never ending, — 

Our GoD is true ! 

(H. 80, 98» 95.) 
V. 

86 Praisx je the Lord !— To Father and the Soo, 
And Holy Ghost — ^be sacred honors done ! 
He is the God of graoe, — and bids us oome 
From all our wand'rings to a peaceful home. 

Priuse ye the Lord ! 

His praise, his praiae 
Shall there employ our songs through endleas daya. 

(H.8T.) 
VI. 

87 It here must pleasure be, 
O Father, Son, and Spirit, 
To all who grace inherit, 

Their praise to oflfer thee, 
But when to us in heaven 
Angelic notes are given, 

What must our pleasure be ! 

(H.181) 

vn. 
38 Now to our God in heaven,— 

The Father and the Son, 
And Holy Ghost, — ^be given 
Our praise for mercy shown : 



1 
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Let all his saints on earth adore, 
And saints above be abging— 
"Glory forevermore l " 

(H. 157.) 



V. OF EIQHT LDTES. 

I. 

39 Jebovah, God ! — ^The Father, Son, and Spirit, — 

Aocept our humble sacrifice of praise I 
For all the good we have, or shall inherit, 

To theo our song of gratitude we raise. 
The Father gives for us his onlj Son, 

The Son to pay our ransom freely dies, 

The Holy Ghost the purchasM grace applies,— - 
Eternal praises to the Three in One ! 

(H.2,1T0.) 

II. 

40 Now God, the Father, praise, 
On earth as done in heaven ;— 

To Jesus, his dear Son, 
Be equal praises given ; 
Help US, thou Holy Ghost, 
Whom we with praise adore, 
The Father, Son, and Thee 
To praise for evermore. 

(H. S, 5, 25, 27, 28, 50, 69, 148.) 
III. 

41 All ye who grace inherit, 

The God of grace adore ! 
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To Father, Son, and Spirit 

GivB praise fbrevermore ! 
Of niOTcies here, the treasure 

Demands our praise and love ; 
And praise shall be our pleasure 

Before bis throne above. 

(H. 8, 58, 91, 189, 158.) 
IV. 

42 Saintb and angels bow before thee, 

Singing praises near thy throne ; 
So, O Lord, let earth adore thee, 

Praising God, the Three in One ! 
GoD the Father, grace supplying, — 

GrOD the Son, the way of grace, — 
God the Spirit — sanctifying, — 

Aid and own our songs of praise ! 

(H. 7, 41.) 
V. 

43 Praise to Him, his Son who gave us 

Here to seek and save the lost ! 
Praise to Him, who died to save us ! 

Praise to Him — the Holy Ghost ! 

Ever praise the Three in One ! 

He is God, — ^and He alone ! 
Saints and angels bow before him, 
Let the earth with songs adore him ! 

(H. 10, 15» 26, 18«.) 



848 XWXQLOGIHB. 

TL 

44 It was the Father's woodrous love 

That gave bis Son to die, 
And 8ent his Spirit from above 

To train us for the skj : • 
Now to our GoD, — the Father, Son, 

And Holy Ghost, — ^we dng, — 

With praise to God, the Three in One, 

Let all creation ring ! 
CH. la, 79.) 

vn. 

45 CoMs let US now our honors bring, 

To Father, Son, and Spirit sing, — 
The song of angels raising ! 
Let all below, and all above, 
Unite in holy joy and love, 

Our GoD Jehovah praising ! 
T is He who first our being gave, — 
He gives his grace our souls to aave, 

(H. 19, IM.) 

vin. 

46 The Lord is God !— To Father, Son, and Spirit, 

Let saints unite their grateful songs to raise ! — 
Till all the nations of the world shall hear it. 
And too shall leam to swell the notes of praise. 
Let earth and skies rejoice 
To spread his name abroad, — 
And shout with thankful voice, — 
« The Lord is God ! " 

(H. 21.) 



I 
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IX. 
47 Sivo tbe Father's will to save us t 
Sing of Christ the dying love ! 
Sing the Holj Ghost, who gave us 
Hearts to sing our God above ! 
To God — ^to the Father, the Son, and the SjMrit,— 
All glorj and honor ! Ye saints, as ye hear it, 
Bear oa with your voices the anthems we nuse, 
While angeb resound their ascriptions of praise, 

(H.Ä4.4«.) 
X. 

18 It was the Father's wondrous love 

That gave for us his Son to die, 
And sent his Spirit from above, 

To train us for his joys on high : 
Now to our GrOD — ^the Father, Son, 

And Holy Ghost— our praise we sing, 
Let saints below, to Hirn alone, 

And Shunts above, their honors bring t 

(H.8&) 
M. 

49 CoME, Holy Spirit, aid our songs, 

While we our praise are singing 
To Him — to whom all praise belongs,— 

To God our honors bringing : 
Your praises join, ye ransom'd host 

From ev'ry tribe and nation, 
Of Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

Proclaim the great salvation ! 

(H.Ä).) 
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zn. 

50 Saihts and angeis bow before thee, 

Singing praises near thy throne ; 
So, O Lord, let earth adore thee, 

Praising God, the Three in One ! 
GoD the Father, source of blessing, 
God the Son, of love unceasing, 

GroD the Spirit of all grace, — 

Now accept our song of praise ! 

(H. BT, TT, 120, IBÖ.) 

xm. 

51 High let us now our voioes raise, 
The Father, Son, and Spirit praise, — 

His gracious aid and ear iinploring ! 
Let angels, as they hear the song, 
The notes of joy and love prolong, 

Jehovah, God alone, adoring. 

The wonders of his grace and pow'r 
Demand our praise forevermore. 

(H.T8.) 

xrv. 

52 From GroD the Father, through the Son, 

And by the Holy Spirit, 
Believers shall around the throne 

Etemal joys inherit 
Here let them raise Their songs of praise, 

Till nobler songs be given, 

To swell their praise in heaven ! 

(H. 88, 8T, 189.) 
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XV. 

58 Now to our God in heaven,— 

Thö Father, and the Word, 
And Holj Gfaost, — ^be given 

Our praise with one aocord. 

Let all on earth adore, 
With saints tbeir honors bringing. 
And with the angels singing — 

" Glory forevermore ! ' 

(H. 94,113.) 
XVI. 

54 Now to the Father-Goo who gave us 

His Son to bear away our guilt ; 
To GoD the Son, made flesh to save us, 

Whose blood was for our ransom spilt ; 

To God the Spirit of all grace, 

Let praise ascend froin ev'iy place ! 
This God is ours ! — ^let earth adore him, 
While saints and angels bow before him ! 

(H.W.) 
XVII. 

55 Now, to the Father-GoD who gave us 

His Son to work our endless good : 
To God the Son who came to save us, 

And paid our ransom with his blood, 
To God the sanctifying Spirit, — 

Let all the earth unite in praise ! 
Let angels kindle as thej hear it. 

And louder Hallelujahs raise ! 

(H. 100,118.) 
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56 Now to 60D, the Three in One, 

Songs of gloiy raise ! 
Gh>D the Father, 6od the Son, 
60D the Spirit — ^praise ! 
TheGoD of love! 
BoundlesB wisdom, grace and pow'r 
Give to Hirn, as evermore 
b done above ! 

(H.I80.) 

znc 

57 Pbaisx ye the Lobd ! — ^The Father, and die Son, 

And H0I7 Spirit praise ! 
To Hirn be everlasting honors done, 

For matchless powV and grace ! 
Our life — 't is He who gave it, 

T is his to take away ; — 
Our soul — ^'t is his to save it, 

And bless with endless daj. 

(H.I8T, 1«6.) 
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I. 

58 Now to the God of matchless grace, 
To Father, Son, and Spirit, 
We lifl our highest notes of praise, 

Yet fer below his merit 
Ye, whom the promise of his love 
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To eadless glory raises. 
Ye saiDts below, and saints abovOi 
Unite to sing his praises, 
With angel hosts forever ! 

, (H. 8,71, 108. lOT.) 

n. 
50 Now, Holy Ghost, help us to raise 
To Father, Son, and Spirit praise, 
The Three in One, our God adoring, 
His gracioiis aid and ear imploring : 
Let all thj saints, in grateful song, 

Their notes of joy and love prolong, 
While angels bow in admiration. 
And praise their God for man's salvation. 
Hallelujah! Hallelujah! 

(H.T8.) 
III. 

60 To GoD— the Father, and the Son, 

And Holy Ghost — sing praises ! 
The God, whose sov'reign graoe alone ^ 

From death to glory raises. 
Saints below, above. 
Sing Bedeeming love! 
Angels, swell the song ! 
Our notes of praise prolong ! 
Sing «Holy! Holy! Holy!" 

(H.89.) 
IV. 

61 Now to the Father, and the Son, 

And Holy Ghost give pnuses ! 
21 
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The GoD, whose wondrous mercy shown 

From dcath to glory raises : 
Let saints below, and saints above 
With angels vie in showing love ! 
Sav'd, when on waves of ruin toss'd, 

The saints should niost 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost 
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VIL OF TEN LINES. 
62 (r.) Hymn42. 65 (iv.) Hymn 66. 
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" 44. 66 (v.) 

" 46. 67 (vl) 

68 (th.) Hymn 160. 
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VIII. OF ELEVEN LINES. 
69 (i.) Hymn 83. 10 (ii.) Hymn 164. 

IX. OF TWELVE LINES. 

^l (l) Hymng 68, 106, 140, 163, 166. 78 (m.) Hymn 126. 

^2 (n.) " 100. 74 (nr.) " 141. 

76 (v.) Hymn 161. 
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76 (l) Ilymn 36. 77 (ii.) Hynins 39, 56. 58, 96, 162. 

COKRECTIONS. 

Ptgo 118, last lino, for "thcn," read "tbem." 

•• 188, last line, for " then," read " than.'* 

«* 240, lOth line, fbr " thy," read " my." 

•* Sur., 18th llno, for "ein," read ♦•scat" 
Tho lEyrani 66, 118 shoold baye an astcrisk ( * ) befure thoir Utlea. 
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DAY OF JÜDGMENT. 
•'Dies Irre." 

Dat of wrath — the sinner dooming, 
Eartb, with all its works, consuming, — 
Soripture wams — th€U day is Coming I 

Oh what terror, on espial 

Of the Judge to to hold that trial 

Where no wrongs will brook denial ! 

Hark ! — ^the trumpl — its tones of thnnder, 

Giting all on earth, or under, 

Fill its Startled realms with wonder ; 

Death and Nature, frighted, quaking, 
Whild the dead, to life awaking, 
Are their place for judgment taking. 

Then, before the world coilected, 
Books are open*d, lives inspected^ 
And by these the doom directed. 

When the Judge, for inquest seated, 
Marks for vengeance duly meted, 
Flagrant crimes, and faiilts secreted, — 

Guilty — What can I be pleading f 

"Who for me be interceding ? 

Saints themselves are mercy needing ! 

Savior, thron*d in exaltation, 
Thou hast wronght a free salvation, 
Save me from that condemnation I 
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Think of all thy way from heaven 
That mj eins might be forgiven, — 
Mnst I »tili to W06 be driven? 

Seeldng me, thy strength oft faird thee, 
On the eroM iUs thick assaiVd thee, — 
Haye thy suff 'rings nought avaiFd thee f 

Bighteous Judge of retribution, 
Bless my sool with absolution, 
Ere that day of execation I 

For my eins my spirit sighing, 
Shame my cheek with crimson dyeing, 
Hear me, Lord, for mercy crying! 

Gheer'd was Mary's deep contrition, — 
Heard by thee the thief 's petition» — 
I will hope from thee remission. 

Pray'rs of mine no merit offer, 
Thon thy grace, benignant^ proffer. 
Lest etemal pains I suffer I 

With thy friends my portion give me ! 
On the left oh never leave me I 
Bat to thy right band receive me t 

Ere the eurse, thy foes addressing, 
Sinks them down to woe unceasing, 
Speak to me the words of blessing I 

Sad and prostrate I adore thee, 

And with contrite heart implore thee — 

** May I then rejoioe before thee I " 

When, that day of dread assizes, 
Man from dust for judgment rises» 
l^ongh our crimes deserve thy curses, 
Show US, Lord, thy tender mercies I 

Jesus, Savior, Prince of peace, 

Bid our grief and terror cease I Amen l 
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ICABT AT THB OBOSS. 

«BtalMt Maler.** 

NxAR the cro88 was Mary weeping, 
There her mournfal Station keeping, 

Gazing on her dying son : 
There in speechless angnish groaning, 
Tearning, trembling, sighing, moaning, — 

Through her soul the sword has gone. 

O what grief on her was pressing, 
Lately blest beyond all blessing, 

Mother of that promis'd seed ; 
Sorrow, agony unbounded, 
Horror all her thoughts confounded, 

While she saw her darling bleed. 

Who, with heart to love another, 
Gould have seen this weeping mother, 

And could yet remain unmoy'df 
Who have kept from sympathizing 
With her spirit agonizing 

For the pangs of him she lov'd ? 

What he for his people suffer'd, 
Stripes, and scoffs» and insults offer*d, 

His fond mother saw the whole ; — 
Never from the scene retiring, 
Till he bow*d his head, expiring, 

And to GoD breath*d out his sonL » * * 

[But we have no need to borrow 
Motives from the mother's sorrow, 

At onr Savior's cross to mourn. 
^was our sins bronght him from heaven, 
These the eruel nails had driven, — 

All his griefe/or V8 were bome. 

When no eye its pity gave us, 
When there was no arm to save us, 
He his love and poVr display'd : 
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By bis ftripei Im wronght Ofiir healing, 
Bj bis death, our life reTealing, 

He for US the rmnsom paid. 
Jmfu, may thy love constrain us, 
That from sin we may refrain vlb. 

In thy grie& may deeply grieve : 
Tkee our best affections giying, 
To tby glory ever living, 

May we in tby glory live 1] 

CHRIST HONOSED IN HIB KABTYBS. 

** Jiterns CbriBti monen^ — of Ambrose. 
Tbk boundless grace of Cbrist our King 

Wbicb martyrs in tbeir yict'ries own, 
Witb joy fnl bearts now let us sing 

Wbile we witb praise the Tictora orown. 

7%ey, by the churches honor'd most 
As dauntless leaders in the figbt» 

And Champions of the Christian host — 
Reflect abroad the gospel light 

The World — its rage stirs no alarm, 
The flesh — ^its pains they disregard ; 

And Death — ^releases them from barm, 
To be forever witb the Lobd. 

At times to oruel flames tbeyVe gi V*n, 
Or famish'd beosts tbeir bodies tear ; 

Now, soldier-bands, to fury driv'n, 
To bow tbeir wills no tortnres spare. 

They're sconrg'd tili forth tbeir bowels glide. 

And blood in purplc streams descends ; 
Bat nndismay'd their sonls abide, 

Expecting life tbat nevcr ends. 
Of heart that*s pure — the faith unfeign*d, 

The hope— of all by faith that live, 
And love to Christ — by bis constrain'd — 

O'er earth and Hell the vict'ry give. 
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By thejn the Father'B glory showii, 

In them tbe Son's redeeming love, 
And Spiri%*i joy, to rapture grown, 

Supply with song the courts abore. 

Our sonls, O Lord, by grace prepare, 
That, where thy martyr*d saints adore, 

Some humble part we too may bear 
In praising thee for evennore. Amen I 



MORNING HYMN. 

** Jam Inda orto sidere**— of Ambrose. 
Thb rising sun now cheers our sight^ — 

Let US to GoD devoutly pray — 
That He, tbe uncreated Light, 

May guide our feet the Coming day : 

That tongue or band may do no ill, 
Kor tbougbts indulge in what is vain» 

Our lips the simple trutb may teil. 
And love within our bosoms reign. 

With guardian watch that never falls, 
Onr senses, Jesus, now defend ! 

These gateways, "where the foe assails, 
Keep safe until the day shall cnd I 

We ask, too, that our daily toil 
May with thy blessing be begnn. 

And, further'd by thy gracious smile, 
May show thy praises when 'tis done. 

And lest the flesh should proudly think 
To lord it o*er the deathless soul, 

May abstinence in food and drink 
The guilty pride of flesh control. 

Give GoD the Father, glory due I 
And GoD bis only Son, adore ! 

To GoD the Holy Spirit, too, 

Give praises! — ^now, and evennore! 
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[▲ BUBmrUTB VOK fitB SCAKZA. 

And shoold oar flesh presume in pride 
To lord it o'er the deathless sool, 

Maj ihonghtB on thee — the craoifi'd — 
The guiltj pride of flesh controL] 



BOHincr raoM the fbench of des babbeaitx. 

Gbkat God, thy wajs are true, thy judgments rights 

Thy thoughts to merey eyermore inclin'd ; 
Bat sins like mine — when theMe thy love requite, 

Thy justice faila, if I should pardon find. 
Yesy Lou\ my scom of thee— thy grace and might — 

Forbids thy goodnees longer to be kind. 
Kor can thy honor and my peace unite, — 

AgainBt me Merey has with Justice join'd. 

Then do thy willl — for this thy glory eries — 
At all my teart let wrath indignant rite ! 

Let lightning^ flash I — ^mid thunders strike thy foe I 
In ainking, I adore my righteous God. 

Bat on what part can vengeance deal the blow 
That ia not cwer^d mth a Savior^a hloodi 



THE LOBD'S PBAYEB. 

OuR Father, thron'd where angels bow, 
Thy name be hallow*d here below ; 
Thy kingdbm come ; — thy will be done 

On earth, as done in heaven ; 
Give US our bread, each day its own ; 

And be our sins forgiyen, 
As we forgive the wrongs we bear ; 
Our weakness from temptation spare ; 
From evil save : — for, thine's the pow*r, 
The kingdom, glory evermore. Amen ! 
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